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Song I. The Miſtaken Maid. 


T noon in a ſultry ſummer's day, 
4 


The brighteſt lady of the May, 
Young Chloris innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade - 


E 


Each ſlender finger play d its part, 
With ſuch activity and art; 
As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm'd the moſt decay'd. 
Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 
She had him quickly in her eye, 
Vet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid; 


2 | 
* 
Wer 


She 


— — —ñ— ' . 


6 Songs and Ballads. 
She let her iv'ry needle fall, 
And hurl' away the twiſted ball; 
Then gave her Stre phon ſuch a call, 
As would have wal: the dead. 
Dear gen:le youth, is't none bit thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free; 
By ſo much truſt and modeſty, 
No nymph was Cer betray'd; 


Come lean thy head upon my lap. 
While thy fo!t cheeks 1 ihoke and clap, 
Thou may i iecurely take a nap, _ 

Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 
She ſaw him vaun, and hear! him ſnore, 
And found him faſt aſleep all o're ; 
She figh'd —— and cou'd no more, 


Lut tlarting up ſhe ſaid ; 


Such vertue ſhou'd rewarded be, 
For this thy dull fidelity; 
Fil truſt thee with my flocks, not me, 
Purſue thy grazing trade. 
Go milk thy goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 
And watch ail night thy flocks to Heep: 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd to ſicep, 
By me miſtaken maid. 


Song II. The Raviſhed Lover. 
I. 
ww H E N Fanny, blooming fair, 


Firſt met my raviſh'd {ic ht; 
Caught with her ſhape and air, 
I felt a ſtrange delight 
W hilit eag:riy 1 gaz d, 
Admiring ev'ry part, 
1 ev'ry feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my heart. 
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In her bewitching eyes, 
Yourg miling loves appear, 
There Cupid baſking lies, 
Ilis ſhaſts are hoarded there; 
Her blooming cheeks are dy'd 
With colour all their own, 
Ec elling far the pride 
Of rcie: "newly blown. 
III. 
Har well-turn'd limbs confeſs 
Ihe lucky hand of Jove, 
ITer features all cxpieſs, 
he bemitcous queen of love; 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt, 
Of that too lovely maid 
Riic ſuing to be preſt. 
k IV. 
Venus, round Fani's waſte, 
Hlath her own ceſtus bound, 
Vith guardian Cupids grac'd, 
Who iport the circle round; 
How happy will he be, 
V/ko thail hier zone unloole ; 
Tl.at blifs to all but me, 
Nay heaven and ſhe refuſe. 


Song III. 
Oung Philander woo'd me long, 
was pecviſh and foibad him; 
Nor would hear his loving ſong, 
And yet now I with, T with I had . ; 
For each morn I view my glaſs, 
I perceive the whim is going; 
For when wrinl:les itreak che face, 
Me may bid farcwel to wooing, 
| For when wrinkles firea!: the face, 
31. We may bid farewel to wooing. 


Uſe 


— _— ” — — 
- . 
_- - — 
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Uſe your time ye virgins fair, 

Chooſe before your days are evil ; 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rate, 

Five and forty is the devil; 
Juſt when ripe confent to do't, 

Hug no more your lonely pillow ; 
Women like ſome other fruit, 

Looſe their reliſh when to mellow, 
Women like ſome other fruit, 

Looſe their reliſh when too mellow. 


Song IV. A Country Dialogue. 


1 


Here oxen do low, 
And apples do grow ; 
Where corn 15 ſown, 
And graſs is mown; 
Where pigeons do fly, 
And rooks neſtle high; 
Fate give me for life a place: 
She. Where hay is well cocked, 
And udders are ſtroak'd, 
Where duck and drake, 
Cry quack, quack, quack ; 
W here turkeys lay eggs, 
And ſows ſuckle pigs, 
On! there I would paſs; my days. 
He. On nought we will feed, 
She. But what we do breed ; 
And wear on our backs, 
He. The wool of our flocks ; 
She. And tho' linnen feel rough, 
Spun ſrom the wheel, 
Tis cleanly tho” courſe it comes. 
IIe. Town tollies and cullics, 
And mollies and dollies, 
For ever adieu, and for ever; 


He. 


She. 


She. 


He. 


She. 


_ His paſtime is ever, and ever 


She. 


He. 
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And beaus that in boxes, 
Lye inugling their doxes, 


With whigs 1 hang down to bums. 
1 


Good b'uye to the mall, 

The park and canal ; 

S. James's ſquare, 

And flaunters there: 

The gaming houie too, 

Where high dice and low, 
Are managed by all degrees: 

Adieu to the knight, 

Was bubbled laſt night, 

That keeps a blowz, 

And beats his ipoule ; 

And now in great haſte, 

To pay what he's loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his trees. 


. And well fare the lad, 
Improves e'ery clad, 
That ne'er ſets his hand, 


To hill or to bond, 


. Nor barters his flocks, 


For wine or the pox, 
To chouſe him of half his days ; 


. But fiſhing and fowling, 


And hunting and bowling, 


W hoſe lips when you buſs em, 
Smell like the bean- bloſſom, 
Oh he 'tis I my praiſe ! 
To tavern where goes 
Sow'r appies and ſloes. 
A long adieu ! 
And farewel too, 
The houle of the great, 
Whoſe cook has no meet, 
And butler can't 8 my thirſt, 


She. 


i BR Songs and Ballads, 
She. Good b'uye to the change, 


Where rantepoles range. 
Farewel cold tea, 
And rattafee, 
Hyde-Park too, where pride 
In coaches do ride, 
Altho' they be choak'd with duſl, 
He. Farewel the law-gown, 
She. The plague of the town, 
He. And foe to the crown, 
That ſhould be run down; 
She. With city- jack- daws, 
That make ſtaple- laws, 
To meaſure by vards and ells. 
He, Stock-jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers. 
And ever adicu, and for ever ; 
Cho. Ve 4noxw what you're doings 
And home were bot got ng. 
An fo you may ring the belli. 


The moſt Fumeu, BALLAD 


Of King HEN R y the 5th; his Victory oe 
the French at Agencourt. 


Councel grave our King did hold, 
With many a lord and knight ; 
't hat he might truly underſtand. 
That France did hold his right. 


Unto the King in France therefore, 
Embaſſadors he ſent ; 

That he might truly underſtand, 
His mind and whole intent. 


1 Deſiring him in friendly ſort, 
| His lawful right to yield; 
Or elſe he ſwore by dint of {word, 
To win it in the held wks 
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The King of France with all his lords, 
Did hear this meſſage plain; 

And to our brave embaſſador, 
Did anſwer with difdain. 


An {aid our King was yet too young, 
Aud of but tender Age; 

Therefore they pats not for his threats, 
Nor fear not his courage. 


His knowledge yet in feats of arms, 
As yet is very tmall; 

{115 tender joints more fitter ate, 
To tois a tennis ball. 


A tun of tennis-halls therefore. 
In pride and great diſdain ; 

Ile ſent unto this royal King, 
To recompence his pain. 


Which anſwer when our King did hear, 
He waxed wroth in heart ; 

And ſwore he would provide ſuch balls, 
Should make all France to itnart. 


An ar my then our King did hold. 
Which was both good and ſtrong: 

And from Southampton '5 our King, 
With all his navy gone. 


In France he landed ſafe and ſound, 
Both he and all his train ; 

And to the town of Hulle then 
He marched up amain. 


Which when he had beter the town, 
Againſt the fenced wall,; 

To batter down the flately towers, 
He ſent his Engliſh balls. 


Keen 
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When this was done our King did march, 
Then up and down the land; | 
And not a | renchman for his life, 
Durſt once his force withſtand. 


Until he came to Agencourt, 
Whereas it was his chance; 

To find the King in readineſs, 
With all the power of France. 


A mighty hoſt he had prepar'd, 
Ot armed ſoldiers x" 20h wa 

Which were no leſs, by juſt account, 
Than forty theuſand men. 


Which fight did much amaze our King, 
For he and all his hot ; 

Not paſſing fikeeu thouſand had, 
Accounted with the molt. 


The King of France who well did know, 
The number of our men; 

In vaunting pride and great diſdain, 
Did ſend an herald then: 


To underſtand what he would give, 
For ranſom of his life; 

When they in field had taken him, 
Amongſt the bloody ſtrife. 


And when our King with cheerful heart, 
This anſwer then did make; 

Pefore that it does come to pals, 
Some of your hearts will ake. 


And to your proud preſumptuous King, 
Declare this thing, quoth he ; 

My own heart's-blood will pay the price, 
Nought elſe he gets of me, 
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Then ſpake the noble duke of York, 
O noble King, quoth he, 

The leading of this battle brave, 
It doth belong to me. 


God-a-mercy couſin York, he ſaid, 
I grant thee thy requeſt ; 

Then lead thou on couragiouſly, 
And I will lead the ref. 


Then came the bragging Frenchmen down, 
With cruel force and might ; i 
Wirh whom our noble King began 

A herce and dreadful fight. 


The archers they diſcharg'd their ſhafts, 
As chick as hail from ſky; 

And many a Frenchman in the field, 
That happy day did die. 

Their horſes tumbled on the flakes, 
And fo their lives they loſt ; 

And many a Frenchman there was ta'en, 
As priſoners to their coſt. 


Ten thouſand men that day were ſlain, 
As enemies in the held : 

And eke a+ many priſoners 
Were forc'd that day to yield. 


Thus had our King a happy day, 
And victory over France: 
And brought them quickly under foot, 
That late in pride did prance. 
God fave our King, and bleſs this land, 
And grant to him likewiſe ; 
The upper-hand and victory 
Of all his enemies. | 


14 Songs and Ballads. 
Song VI. 


ANTI E the lovely, the joy of her ſwain, 
By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Iphis again; 
dne liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair; 


Their pleaſure was equal, and equal their care: 1 
No time, no enjoyment, their dotage withdrew ; - ; 
But the longer they liv'd, but the longer they liv'd, The 

Still the fonder they grew. 1 
A paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the plain, I cat 
Some envy'd the nymph, but more envy'd the ſwain ; Like 
Some {wore twou'd be pity their loves to invade, She 
That the lovers alone for each other was made: And 
But all, all conſented, that none ever knew Nay 
A nymph yet fo kind, a nymph yet fo kind, One 


Or a ſhepherd ſo true. 


Love ſaw em with pleaſure, and vow'd to take care 

Or the faithi"!, tic tender, the innocent pair; 

What eitner did warit, he bid either to move, 

But they wanted nothing, but ever to love : 

Said, twas ail that to bleſs 'em his god- head cou'd do. 

That they [111 mig t be kind, that they ill might be kind, 
And the, tui mig be true. 


Song VII. 


R AV”, Cupid, draw, and make fair Sylvia know, 
Tae migity pain her ſutf'ring ſwain does for her 
undergo z 
Convey this dart into her heart, and when ſhe's ſet on fire, 
Do thou returi, and let her burn like me in chaſte defire . 
That by experience ke may learn to pity me, 
V/ hene'er her eyes do tyrannize o'er my captivity; 
But wnen in love we vnily move, and tenderly embrace, 
Like angels ſhine, and tweetly join to one gnother”s face. 


Song 


nd, 
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Song VIII. 


OME brag of their Chloris, and ſome of their Phillis ; 
Some cry up their Celias, and bright Amaryllis, 

Tuus poets and lovers their miſtreſſes dub, 

And goddeſſes fram'd from the waſhbowl and tub; 

But away with theſe fictions, and counterfeit folly, 

There's a thouſand more charms in the name of my Dolly. 


cannot deſcribe you her beauty and wit, 

Like manna to each ſhe's a reliſhing bit; 

She alone by enjoyment, the more does prevail, 

And till with treſh pleaſures does hoiit up your ſail : 
Nay, had you a {urteit but took of all others, 


One look trom my Dolly your ſtomach recovers. 


Song IX. Fockey's Lamentalion. 


OCKEY met with Jenny fair 
Betwixt the dawning and the day, 
And Jockey now 1s full of care, 
For Jenny ſtole my heart away: 
Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
Yet ſhe, alas! has prov'd unkind, 
That's what does make poor Jockey rue, 
For Jenny's fickle as the wind : 
And 'tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
JTis o'er the hills, and far away, 
"Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
The wind has blow'd my plad away. 


Jockey was a bonny lad, 
As e' er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now poor Jockey is run mad, 
For Jenny caules his deſpair ; 
jockey was a piper's ſon, 
And fell in love while he was yeung ; 2 
at 
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But all the tunes that he could play, 
Was, O'er the hills, and far away, 
And 'tis, &c. 


When firſt I ſaw my Jenny's face, 

. She did appear with ſike a grace, 
With muckle joy my heart was fill'd ; 
But now alas with forrow kill'd. 

Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 

"Twou'd put an end to my deſpair. 
But ah, alas! this i: unkind, 

W hich ſore does territy my mind, 
"Twas o'er the hills, and far away, 
*Twas o'er the hills, and far away, 
"Twas o'er the hills, and far away, 
That Jenny ſtole my heart away. 


Did ſhe but feel the diſmal woe 
That for her fake I undergo, 
She ſurely tien would grant relief, 
And put an end to all my grief: 
But oh ! ſhe is as falſe as fair, 
Which cauies all my fad deſpair ; 
She triumphs in a proud diidain, 
And takes delight to ſee my pain. 
"Tis o'er, &c. 


Hard was my hap to fall in love 
With one that does fo faithleſs prove, 
Hard was my fate to court the . 
That has my conſtant heart betray'd : 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſwore 
She would be true for evermore : 
But oh! alas! with grief I ſay, 
She's ſtole my heart, and run away. 
"Twas o'er, &c. 
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Good gentle Cupid, take my part, 
And pierce this falte one io the heart, 

That ſhe may once but feel the woc, 
As I for her do undergo; 

Oh! make her feel this raging pain, 
That tor her love 1 do ſuſtain; 

dhe ſure would then more gentle be, 
And ivon repent her cruelty, 


"Tis o'er, wc. 


I now muſt wander for her ſake, 
Since that ſhe will no pity take, 
Into the woods and ſhady grove, 
And bid adieu to my falſe love: 
Since ſhe is falſe whom I adore, 
I nc'er will truſt a woman more, 
From all their charms Ill fly away, 
And on my pipe will iweetly play, 


"Tis o'er, &c. 


There by myſelf I'll ſing and fay, 
"Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 
That my poor heart is gone aſtray, 
Which make me grieve both night and day ; 
Farewel, farewel, thou cruel the, 
I fear that I ſhall die for thee : 
But if I live this vow I'll make, 
To love no other for your ſake. 


*T'is o'er the hills, and far away, 
"Fis o'er the hills, and far away, 
"Tis o'er the hills, and far away, 


The wind has biow'd my plad away. 


C | The 


A Complete ColleTion of 


The Recruiting Officer ;, or the Merry Volunticrs : 


Being an Excellent new Copy of Verjes if 61 
raiſins Recruits, To the foregoing Tune. 


For all true ſoldiers, gentlemen ; 
en let us liſt and march, I ſay, 
Over the hills, and far way, 
Over the hills, and o'er the main, 
To Flanders, Portugal and Sapin ; 
Queen Anne commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the hulls, and far away. 


H R K ! now the drums beat up again, 
h 


All gentlemen that have a mind 

To ſerve the Queen that's good and kind, 
Come lift, and enter into pay; 

Then o'er the hills, and far away, 

Over tlie hills, and o'er the main, 


To Flanders, Portugal, and Spain, 
Queen Anne, &c. 


Here's forty ſhilling on the drum, 

For thoſe that voluntiers do come, 

With ſhirts and cloaths, and preſent pay, 
When o'er che hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, &c. 


Hear that brave boys, and let us go, 
Or elſe we fhail be preſt, you know; 
Then liſt. and enter into pay, 

And over the hills, and tar away, 


Over the hulls, &c, 
The 
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The conſtables they ſearch about 
HAY To find ſuch briſk young fellows out, 
FM + Then let's be volunticrs, I fay, 
{/ 64 Over the hills, and far away, 

Over the hills, &c. 


Since now the French ſo low are brought, 
And wealth and honou:'s to he got, 

Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay, 
When o'er the hills, ani far away, 

Over, &c. 


No 1 dre from ſound of drum retreat, 
While Marlborough and Gallaway beat 
The French and Spaniards every day, 
When over the hills, and far away, 
Over, &c. 


lle that is forc'd to go and ſight, 
Will never get true honour by't; 
While voluntiers ſhall win the dav, 
When o'er the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


What tho' our friends our abſence mourn, 
We all with honour ihall return; 

And then we'll tiny both night ar J day. 
Over the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


The prentice Tom he may refuſe 
To wipe his angry maſter's ſhoes : 
For then he's fice to fing and play, 
Over the hills, and far away, 
Over, &c. 
Lhe 4 Ove: 
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Over rivers, bogs and ſprings, 

We all ſhall live as great as Kings, 
And plunder get both night and day, 
When over the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


We then ſhall lead more happy lives, 
By getting rid of brats and wives, 
That ſcold on both night and day, 
When over the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


Come on then, boys, and you ſhall fee 
We every one ſhall captains be, 

To whore and rant as well as they, 
When o'er the hills, and far away, 


Over, &c. 


But if we go 'tis one to ten, 

But we recurn all g:ntl-men, 

All gentlemen as well a: they, 
When over the hills, and far away, 


Over the hills, and far away. 


Song XI. Joy to great CAR 


The firſt Strain. 


OY to great Cæſar, 
I Long lite, love and pleaſure 


is a health that divine is, 

Fill the bowl high as mine is; 
Let none tear a fever, 

But take ic off thus, boys: 
Let tile King live for ever, 


Tis no matter for us, boys. | 
The 
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The ſecond Strain. 


Try all the loyal, 
Dety all, 
Give denial; 
Sure none thinks his glaſs too big here, 
Nor any prig here, 
Or ſneaking Whig here, 
Of cripple Tony's crew, 
That now looks blue, 
His heart aches too, 
The tap wo'n't do, 
His zeal fo true, 
And projects new, 
Ill fate does now purſue. 


The | third Strain. 


Let Tories guard the King, 
Let Whigs in halters ſwing ; 
Let Pilk and Shute be ſham d. 
Let bugg' ring Oates be damn d. 
Let cheating players be nick d. 
The turn- coat ſcribe be kick d. 
Let rebel city - dons 

Ne'er beget their ſons; 

Let ev'ry whiggiſh peer, 

That rapes a lady fair, 

And leaves his only dear 

The ſheets to gnaw and tear, 
Be puniſh'd out of hand, 
And forc'd to pawn his land. 
IT atzone the grand affair 


Te 


he 
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The fourth Strain. 


Great Charles, like Jehovah, 
Spares thoſe who would unking him; 
And warms with his graces 
The vipers that ſting him: 
Till crown'd with jutt anger, 
The rebels he ſeizes; 
Thus Heaven can thunder 
Whenever it pleaſes. 


0 
& 


Jigg. 4 
Then to the Dulce fill, fill up the glaſs, 
The fon of our Nlartyr, belov'd ot the King: 
Envy'd and lov'd, 1 
Yet bleſo'd from above, R 
Secur'd by an angel jafe under his wing. þ 
; F 
The ſixth Strain. 
Faction ond folly, 
And fiate-me:ancholy, V 
With Ton in WH. bund for ever ſhall dwell ; 1 
Let wit, wine, atul beauty, 
Then teach us our duty: L 
For none c er can lee, or be wiſe, and rebel. 
R 
R 


Song 
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Song XII. The Sixth Sox in the laſt Ad of 
the ſecond Part of Don Quixote, Sung by 
Mr. Freeman and Mis. Cibber. Set by 
Mr. Purcel. | 


Mr. F R E E RIAN. 


Enius of England, from thy pleaſant bow'r of bliſe, 
Ariſe and ſpread thy ſacred wings; 
Guard, guard from foes the Britiſh ſtate, 
Thou on whole {miles does wait, 
Th' uncertain happy fate of monarchies and Kings, 


Mrs. C1BBER. 


Then follow brave boys, then follow brave boys to the wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow brave boys to the wars, 
Follow, follow, foliow brave boys to the wars ; 
The laurel you know's the prize, 
The laurel you know's the prize: 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 
Ihe nobleſt ſcars, looks fineſt in Celia's eyes; 
Then ſhake off the flothtul eaſe, 

Let glory, let glory, let glory inſpire your hearts; 
Remember a ſoldier in war and in peace, 
Remember a ſoldier in war, in war, and in peace, 

Is the nobleſt of all other arts: 

Remember a ſoldier in war and in peace, 
Remember a ſoldier in war, in war and in peac?, 

Is the nobleſt of all other arts. 
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A new Health to Prince Euctene: A Trium- 
phant ODE upon his Return to Vienna, 
Sung by Mr. Leveridge in the Play call'd th 
Country Miſs with her Furbelow., 


HE valiant * to Vienna is gone, 
And ſince deny'd, 
To be ſupply'd, 
All his troops are undone ; 
For the haughty Vendoſme, 
New Recruits being come, 
So proud is grown, 
Of two to one, | 
He revenge ſwears to puſh home: 
And late loſſes, 
Diſgraces and croſſes, | 
Will ſoon retaliate now the general is gone; 
Oh Leopold, Oh Baden, 
What fiend was perſuading, 
Vour prieſt- rid clan, 
Simply to baulk ſo rare a man. 


Tho Carthage grew proud, when ſtory once ſhew'd, 

How well the grand, 
Blind African, 

O'er the Alps hew'd out his road ; 
All the rocks in his way, 
Were but puff paſt and clay, 
To thoſe were ſeen, 
When great Eugene, 

Made his rugged eſſaß; 
Where no ſtorm nor 

Loud thunder, this wonder, 

Could ever from his purpoſe cauſe to halt or ſtay: 
Tho' watches, diſpatches, 
And lying their frying, 
His youth did ſo decay, 
Sable locks turn'd into grey 


Then 


iu m- 


enna. 


A the 


ſtay: 


Then 
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Then Latium give o'er, name Cæſar no more; 

Not the Macedon, 
W hoſe high renown, 

Were fo blaz':! on before ; 
But let glo: ious F.ugene, 
Tha augu! man of men, 
Be ſounded J. igu, 
As far as sky, 

Or the Globe can contain; 
For a braver, 
Or bolder, 9 
Good ſolditer, 

Did never on the bloody field maintain his ground . 

Heil :ake thoſe remove him, 
And acre's to thoſe love him, 
Drink, drink boys around, 
And his foes Pluto confound. 


Song XIV. The Benny Mitk-Maip. Surg 
in the Play of Don Quixote. 


E nymphs and ſylvian gods, 
That love green tields and wood: ; 
When ſpring newly blown, 
Her felt does adorn, 
With flowers and blooming buds ; 
Come ling in the praiſe, 
Whilſt flocks do graze, 
In yonders pleaſant vale ; 
Of thoſe that chuſe, 
Their ſleep to loſe, 
And in cold dews, 
With clouted ſhoes, 
Do carry the milking pail. 
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The Goddeſs of the morn, 

With bluſhes they adorn ; 

And take the freſh air, 
Whilſt linnets prepare, 

A conſort on each green thorn : 
he blackbird and thruſh , 
On every buſt, 

And the charming nightingale ; 
In merry vein, 

"Their throats do ſtrain, 
% entertain, 
The jully train, 

That carry the milking pail. 

When cold bleak winds do roar, 

And flowers can ipring no mere 5 
The ſields that were ſeen, 

So pleaſant and green, 

By winter all candid o'ez . 
Oh how the town laſs, 
Looks with her white face, 

And ker lips of deadly pale ; 
But it is not ſo, 

With thoſe that go, 
Thro' froſt and ſnow, 
With cheeks that glow, 

To carry the milking pail. 

' he miſs of courtly mould, 

Adorn'd with pearl and gold; 
V,ith waſhes an paint, 
iter ſkin docs fo taint, 

She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 
Wil ſhe in commode, 
Pats on a cart- load, 

And with caſhions plumbs er tan; 

hats jos are lound. 

In rufe gown, 
Youag, plump, and round, 
Aud weet and ound. 


That carry the inilking pai! 
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The girls of Venus game, 
"Chat ventires health and fame; 
In practiſing feats, 
With colds and with heats, 
Male lovers grow blind and lame: 
It men were ſo wiſe, 
'To value the prize, 
Of the wares moit fit for ſale; 
W hat flore of beaus, 
Would daub their cloaths 
To ſave a noſe, 
By following thoſe, 
That carry the milking pail. 
Ihe country lad is free, 
From tears and jealouly ; 
W hen upon the green, 
He is often ſeen, 
With his laſs upon his knee; 
Wich kiſſes moſt ſweet, 
He doe her greet, 
And ſwears ſheli ne'er grow ſtale; 
Whiiit the London lats, 
In e'ery place, 
With her brazen face, 
Deſpiſes the grace, 
Of thoſe with the milking pail. 


Song XV. A Scotch So & C. 


2 Was within a furlong of Edinhorough town, 
In the roſie time of vear wicn the graſs was down ; 

Bonny Jockey blith and gay, 

Said to Jenny making hay, 
Let's fit a little (dear) and prattle, 

Tis a tultry day: | 
He iong had courted the black-brow'd mand, 
Rut Jockey was a wag, and would ne'er conſent to wed ; 
Which made her piſh and phoo, and cry out it wil! not dy, 
cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, monnot buckle too. 
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He told her marriage was grown a meer joke, 
And that no one wedded no, but the ſcoundrel folk ; 
Yet my dear, thou ſhouldett prevail, 
But I know not what I ail, 
T ſhall Cream of clogs, and filly dogs, 
Vi ith bottles at their tail; 
But I'll give thee gloves, and a bongrace to wear, 
And a prettv ſilly- foal, to ride out and take the air 
If thou ne'cr will puſh nor phoo, and cry itne'er thall do, 
] cannot, canndt, &c. | 


"hat you! give me trinkets, cry'd ſhe. I believe, 

But ah! what in return muſt your poor jenny give; 
When my maiden treaſure's gone, 
| mult gang to London town, 

\nd roar, and rant, and patch, and paint, 

| And kals for hat! a crown. 

Each drunken bulty obilge for pay, 

And earn an hated living in an odious fulſom way: 

No, uo, it ne'er ſhall do, for a wife I'll be to you, 

Or I cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnet, meinot buckle tou. 


Song XVI. Sweet are the Charms, & 


E. K T arc the charm< of her [ love, 
N*ore fr. graut than the dawaſk roic ; 
So. a. tue duwn of ytrtle-dove, 
Gentle as a.r wi n Zephyr diows; 
Refreſhing a ve... uding rains, 
To ian burnt cine, an tuurſty plains, 


True a« the ne-Qle to the pole, 
Or .... the dia: o the fun; 
Ci ++ as guding warers rowl, 
\' + £:WE' lg id 02> the moon. 
Fr. ty oer ci. ET EE, 
XI. u. and ic ſhail tvuow (ec, 
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Thc lamb the flow'rv thyme devours, 
The dam the terer kid purſues ; 
ww. cet Philomel in mady bowers 
Of verdant fpring, her note renews ; 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
A: I purlue y ſoul's defire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as tne (ea ons rife, 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autunin flies: 

No change on love the feaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual ipring. 


{\evouring time, with ſealing pace, 
lakes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
Marble towers, and walls of brats, 
In his rude raarch he levels low: 
But time, deſtroy ing far and wide, 
Love tiom the loul can ner divide. 


Death only with his crue! dart, 
The gentle Godizead can remove, 
And dri e him from the bleeding beart, 
% mingle with the bleſt above: 
Where, known to all his kindre train, 
He find> a laſting reſt from palin. 


Love and his ſiſter fair, the foul, 

Twin born from Heaven together came; 
Love will the univerſe con: roul. 

V/k. na dy ing icalons loſe their name: 


Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 


Wen time and dzath fhail be no more. 


Syn: 
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Song XVII. Collin's Complaint. 


Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd torſaken was laid; 
Ang whil!t a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a nigh did reply; 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! filly ſwain that I was! 
Thus tadly complaining, he cry'd, 
When firit 1 beheld that fair face, 
*T were better by far I had vy'd. 
She talk d,. and I bleſs'd the dear tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a pleaſure too great, 
J liſten'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung ; 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet! 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
She could doat on ſo lowly a clown ? 


Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 


To forſake the fine folk of the town * 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, 

So kind, and fo conſtant would prove, 
0 go clad like our maidens in grey, 

And live in a cottage on love. 


What though I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd ' 
What though, when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Collin! thy hopes are in vain! 
Thy pipe, and tay laurel reſign; 
I hy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine, 


And you my companions { dear, 
Yb forrow to ſee me hevay'd, 
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Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 

If through the wide world I ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly: 

Twas her. to be falſe, and to change: 
Tis mine to be conltant, and die. 


If, while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the ny mphs of the plain. 
And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cyprels and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 

And deck her in golden array ; 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, 

And frolick it all the long day. 
While Collin, forgotten, and gone, 

No more ſhall be heard ot, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 


His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


Song XVIII. On a Bank of Flowers. 


N a bank of flowers, in a ſummer's day, 
Inviting, and undreſt, 
In her bloom oft years bright Celia lay 
With love and fleep oppreſt: 
When a youthful (wain, with admiring eyes, 
Wiſh'd he durit the fair maid ſurprize. 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But fear'd approaching ſpies. 


{\s he gaz'd, a gentle breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide. 

And the ſleeping nymph did the chat ins diſclose, 
W hich waking ſhe would Ride: 


Then 
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Then his breath grew ſhort. and his heart beat high, 


He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to ipy, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But dur{ not till draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 

Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, and the gods defir'd, 
That Celia might be kind. 


When with hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain, 


But ſhe laugh'd aloud in a dream, and again, 
With a ta, la, la, &c. 
Repell'd the tim'rous twain. 


Yet when once deſire has inflam'd the ſoul, 
All modeit doubts withdraw; 

And the god of love does each tear controul, 
That would the lover awe. 

Shall a prize like this. ſays the vent'rous boy, 

Scape, and I not the means employ ? 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 

To ſeize the proffer'd joy? 


Here the glowing youth, to relieve his pain. 
The ſlumb'ring maid carels'd-: 


And with trembling hands (O the ſimple ſwain!) 


Her ſnowy boſom prels'd : 
When the virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he would purſue, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs' d his cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her fly. 
Himiclf he thus accus'd ; 
What a dull and flupid thing was J, 
That ſuch a chance abus'd ? 
To thy ſhame, "twill ſoon on the plain be ſai, 
Damen a virgin aſleep betray d, 
With a fa. ia, la. &c. 
Vet let her 20 2 maid 
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Song XIX. AI beneath the Myrtle, &c. 
S I beneath the myrtle-ſhade lay muſing, 


Sylvia the fair in mourntul ſounds, 
Venting her grief, the air thus wounds; 
Oh ! god of love ! ceate to torment me: 
Send to my aid ſome gentle ſwain. 
Whole Balm appy'd, may eale my pain. 


Aloud I cry'd, and all the grove refounded, 
Heavenly nymph, complain no more, 
Love does thy wiſh'd-for peace reſtorc, 

And ſends a gentle ſwain to eaſe thee ; 

In whom a longing maid may find, 
A balm to cure her love- ſick mind. 


She bluſh'd, and ſigh'd, and puſh'd the Med'cine from her, 
Which ſtill the more encreas'd her pain; 
Finding at length, ſhe ſtrove in vain, 

Oh love! ſhe cry'd, I muit obey thee; 
Who can the raging {mart endure ? 


She ſuck'd the balm, and found the cure 


Song XX. 


LY from Olinda young and fair, 
Fly from her ſoit engaging air, 
And wit in woman found ſo rare; 
Tho' all her looks to love adviſe, 
His yet unconquer'd heart denies, 


And breaks the promiſe of her eyes 


| 


Waſte not vour youth in coy diſdain, 
Hope not your beauty's pleaſing reign, 
By ways of rigour to maintain ; 
It we to Kings obedience owe, 
Or to the gods with incenſe go, 

4 Tis for the bleſſing they beſtow. 
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Song XXI. 


Never ſaw a face till now, 
1 That could my paſſion move; 
lik d and ventur d many a vow, 
But durſt not think of love: 
Till beauty charming ev'ry ſenſe, 
An eaſy conqueſt made; 
And ſhew'd the vaineis of defence, 
When Phillis does invade. 


But ah ! her colder heart denies, 
The thoughts her looks inſpire; 
And while in ice that frozen lies, 
Her eyes dart only fre : 
Between extremes I am undone, 
Like plants to northward ſet ; 
Burnt by too violent a ſun, 
Or cold, for want of heat. 


Song XXII. The Pilgrim. 
H! happy, happy groves, witneſs of our tender loves ; 


(made, 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, looks would charm a Jove; 
A thouſand pretty things I ſaid, and all was love: 
But Corinna perjur'd proves, and forſakes the ſhady groves ; 


When I ſpeak of mutual joys, ſhe knows not what I mean, 
Wanton glances, fond careſſes, now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding fair left the flowry green. 


Mourn ye nymphs that ſporting play d, where poor Strephor: 
(was betray'd, 
There the ſecret wound ſhe gave, when I was made her ſlave, 


Song 


Oh! happy, happy ſhade, were firſt our vows were 
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Song XXIII. 
| WE the dar'ing ſhades I love, 
h 


The calm retirement of my life, 
ere plea.ures boundleſs as above, 
Free from all envy, noiſe, or ſtrife: 

No paſſions e er infeſt the plains, 
Contentment there immortal reigns ; 
No paſſions e'er infeſt the plains, &c. 


Where I to chuſe what fate denies, 
Could I command my frowning ſtars, 
Cities ſhould in confuſion lie, | 
E'er I'd embrace their reitleſs cares; 
Oh! that I might near gentle (ſtreams, 
Spend my dull hours in golden dreams, 


Song XXIV. Endneld Common 


N Enfield Common, I met a woman, 
A bringing North hall water to the towr: ; 
Said I, fair Mai en, you're heavy laden, 
PI light and give you eale in a green gown : 
Says ſhe, 'tis good, Sir, to itir the blood, Sir, 
For the green-fickneſs, friend, will make me lie 
Then in a minnet, I left my gennet, 
And went afide with her into a thicket : 
Then with her leave there, a doſe I gave her. 
She ſtraight confeſs'd her ſickneis 1 did nick it. 


I went to leave her, but this did grieve her, 
For panting on the graſs ſhe did complain ; 
Saying, phykhcian, my ſick condition, 
| fear will ſuddenly return again: 
If you deny me, and don't ſupply me, 
With many potions of your ſweeteſt pleaſure ; 
E 2 
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Then prithee gallant, improve thy talent, 
Since we have opportunity and leiſure ; 
With ſuch like greeting, my pretty ſweeting, 
She ſeem'd to preſs upon me without mealurg. | 


— 2. 


"Twas ſummer weather, we fat together, 
And chaitcd all the pieatant afternoon ; 
No one was near us, to over-hear us, 
At length I ſaid I'd put my pipes in tune; 
To give a gliſter, with that I kits'd her, 
She cry'd another fit do's round me hover; | 
With the green ruſhes I'll veil my bluſhes, 
For in my cheeks you may diicover, 
hat's my defire, love never tire, 
For oh! I long, I long, to be a mother. 


With that I told her, that I wou'd hold her, 

A guinea to a groat it ſhould be ſo; 
In nine menths atter, a {on, or daughter, 

Will be your lucky lott, dear love, I know : 
Quoth ſhe, you vapour, and draw your rapicr, 

But yet, methinks, too ſoon you ſeem to tire; 
I'll lay a ihilling, if you are willing, 

That nine months hence I have not my defire ; 
Except you'll venture, once more to enter, 

Alas the name of mother J admire. 


Becauſe 1'd eaſe her, and fully pleaſe her, 
took a lodging for my Enfeld laſs; 
Wi:o was a beauty, and knew her duty, | 
The night we did in youthiul pleatures paſs, 
Wuh meiting bliiſes, and charming kiiles, 
On down beds ſecure from wind and weather; 
And in the morning, by day's adorning, 
We rote and drank a glaſs of wine together 
With jo,s I crown'd her, for then 1 found her, 
io have a heart far lighter than a feather. 
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| have cur'd her, likewiſe aſſur'd her, 

If e'er it was my luck to come that way 
I'd pawn my henour, to call upon her, 

But for that time J could no longer ſiay: 
The loving creature, of pure good ature, 

She gave me twenty kiſſes when we parted ; 
Becauſe ſhe never had found {oh iavour, 

In loves ſoſt pleaſures to be :o diverged : 
Then ftraight J mounted, for why I covnced, 

"Twas time I had ke: company delerted. 


— . 


Song XXV. Vinchoſter FICUGIT. 


T V'inche"er there was a wedding. 
The 11i:c was never ſeen, 

"I's 1xt luſty Ralph of Reading, 

And bonny black Leſs of the Green. 
The fidlers were crouding before; 

Each lass was as fine as a Queen; 
There was a hundred, and more, 

For all the country came in; 
Briſæ Robin led Rotvy ſo tair, 

She look'd like a lilly o' th' vale : 
And ruddv-iac'd Harry led Mary ; 

And Roger led bouncing Nell, 


With Tommy c me ſmiling Katy, 
He keipt her over the ſtile, 

And here there was none fo pretty, 
In forty and forty long mile. 

Kit gave a groen-gown to Betty: 
And lent her his hand to riie; 

But Jerny was jecr'd by Watty, 
For luoking blue under the eyes: 

Thus merrily chatting al, 
They paſo'd to the bride-houſe along, 

With Joany, and pretty fac'd Nancy, 
The faireſt of all the throng. 
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The bridegroom came out to meet 'em, 

Afraid the dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher'd 'em in to treat em, 

With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd. 
The lads were frolick and jolly, 

For each had his love by his ſide ; 
But Willy was melancholly, 

For he had a mind to the bride : 
Then Philip begins her Health, 

And turns a beer-glaſs on his thumb 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for drinking, 

The bet in chriſtendom. 


And now they had din'd, advancing, 
Into the midit of the hall, 

The fidlers ſtruck up for dancing, 
And Jeremy led up the Ball: 

Rut Maryery kept a quarter, 
A laſs that was proud of her pelf, 

"Cauſe Arthur and ſtoln her garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf: 

She ſtruggled, aud bluſh'd, and frown'd, 
And ready with anger to cry, 

"Cauſe Arthur in tying her garter, 
Had ſlipped his hand too high. 


And now for throwing the ſtocking, 
The bride away was led; 

The bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For candles to light him to bed. 

But Robin finding him filly, 

Moſt friendly took him aſide, 

The while that his wife with Willey, 
Was playing at Hooper's-hide. 

And now the warm game begins, 
The critical minute was come, 

Ard chatting, and billing and kiſſing, 


T 


n Merrily round the room. 
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Pert Stephen was kind to Betty, 
And blith as a bird in the ſpring 3 
And Tommy was ſo to Kitty, | 
And wedded her with a ruſh-ring. 
Sukey, that danc'd with the cuſhion, 
An hour from the room had been gone; 
And Barnaby knew, by her bluſhing, 
That ſome other dance had been done. | 
And thus of fifty fair maids, 
That came to the wedding with men, 
Scarce five of the fifty were left ye, 
That ſo did return again, 


Song XXVI. Black-ey'd Suſan. 
LL in the downs the fleet was moor'd, 


The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
W nen black'd-ey'd Suſan came aboard, 
Oh ! where ſhall I my true love find ? 


Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 


If my ſweet William fails among the crew ? 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and ca't his eyes below: | 
The cord glides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he ſtan ds. 


So the ſweet Iark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill call he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lip thoſe kiſſe, tweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
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Let me kifs off that falling tear: 

We only part to meetagain : 
Change as ye lite, ye wiads ; my heart ſhall be, 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the land men fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind ; 
They'll tell thee failors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miũreſs find; ; 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art prezent whereſoc'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thy eyes are ſeer. in diamonds bright; 

Thy breath is Africk's ſpicy gale; 
Thy Skin i is ivory ſo white: 

Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wake: in my ſoul ſome charm of love!» Sue. 


Thoug a battle call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 

Though canons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return; 

Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhoald diop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The tails their tweiling bolom ſpread ; 
No longer muit ſhe {tay aboard : 

They Kifs'1 ; ſhe tigh'd ; he hung his head. 
Her ie ning boat unw:lling rows to land, 
Adieu! ſhe cries, and waves her lilly hand. 
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Every night before we go. 
We drop a teſter in her thoe. 


Then o'cr a muſhroon's head 
Our table-ctuth is ſpread; 

A grain & rc, or wheat, 

ne diet tat we cat; 

Pearly drops ot dew we drink, 

in a.orn cups, fill'd to the brink. 


he brains of nightingales, 

With und tous far of ſnails, 

Between two cockles ſtew'd. 

Is meat that's eas'ly chew'd ; 

An brains of worms, and marrow of mice, 
Do male a feat that's wondrous nice, 


The graGopper, gaat, and ily, 
Serve tor our minttreliy; 

Grace ſaid, we dance awhile, 

Ani iv che time veguile : 

But F the moon doth hide her head, 
"Phe 3199-wernm light us home to bed. 
tops of dewy grats, 

do nimbly we do puis; 

't he yuung and tender flalk, 

Ne'er beads where we do walk: 

Yet in tie morning may be ſcen, 
Waere we the nigut before have been. 


Song 
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And ail their live: alter drag ſorrom u 


y-12s and Ballads. 
Som XXIX. The Sprins”s 


Omg vrpin lose pleaſure, 
M miters do treattire, 


RUD. 
« 


And both alike ſtudy to heinuten the meaſure, 


heir hearts thev Will rice, 
For ev'ry new trie; 


And wheu in their teen fat in loc ora long: 


Eut ſoon as they matry, 
An find things miſcarrry, 
On! iv they ugh, that th ey were 
1il:itad of ioit Ming. 
Ie run to their ruin. 
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Jung Palloret 
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Ire plate in your pain. 
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Song XXXIII. Lazy Dict. 


Hence comes it, eighbeur Dick. 
That you, with youth uncommon, 
Have {crv'd the girls this trick. 
And welded an old woman ? 
Happy Dick 


Each Belle condemn; the choice, 
Of a youth fo gay and ſprighuly; 
But we our tricnds rejoice, 
That you have judge d fo rightly : 
Happ. 22 Dick 


Though odd to ſome it ſounds, 
hat on threefcore vou ventur F 
Vet, in ten tho! aud pounds, 
Ten thoutand che rms are center'Q : 


Hippy Dick! 


Beautv, we know, vill tage, 
A. doth the ſhort-liv'd fewer ; 
Nor can the faireit maid, 
[are her bloon an hour: 


Happy Dick! 


Then witely you ref 

For fixty, Chaumns fo tranhent ; 
As the curious value con 

The more tor being ancient: 


Happy Dick! 


With ov vour fpou'y ail fec, 
Tne ſading bent, ronnd her, 
And the hertelt Hill be. 
The lame that grit vou found her: 
Happy Pik! 


Oi: 


Songs and Ballads. 


Ot is the married ſtate 
With jealouſics attended; 
An. hence, through foul debate," 
Arc nuptial j joys ſuſpended: 


Happy Dick! 


But vou, with ſuch 2 wife, 

No icalous tears are under; 
She's yours alone, for lite, 

Or much we all ſhall wonder: 


Happy Dick! e 


Her cath would grieve you fore, 
Burt let not that torment you; 
My lite, the'tl fee fourſcore, 
IF that will but content you 


Happy Dick ! 


On this you may rely, 
bor the pains you took to win her, 
She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 
Unleſs the D Is in her: 
Happy Dick! 


Some have the name of hell, 
'T'o matrimony given ; 

How taifly vou can tell, 
e find it fuch a heaven 


LTappy Dick! 


With you each day and nigh: 

Is crown'd with Joy 2 and Iladneſ- ; 
W hile-envious virgins bite 

Tie haicd thee Nich inadnel-: 


. Happy Dick 
Wu i pauſe long ſhare the bli!s, 

Y ad mild in any other ; 
\nd wie; Lou VE ound i} 


* 


Xia, von toe ſuch Alte 


Lia, p. Dick! 
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A Comple!. " Collett a 


Obſerving hence, by you, 

In marriage tuch Jecorum, 
Our witer youth ſhui: do, 

As you have done bear em: 


Happy Dich 


Song XX XIV. Meulii bate lo me, &. 


Ou! fate to me Pclinda g ve. 
w VV it her alone I'd chute to live ; 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 

Nor a greater, not a greater. 
Nor a greater bins defire. 


My charming nymph, if „o: can tn. 
Amongſt tlie race of Buman king, 

A man that love you more than 1, 
i reſign vou, Vil reten you, 

il reign you, ton u die. 


Le: my Belina l my arms, 

With ail her beautics, all her crarms. 
With; {corn and p17 d lovic down 
On the vlOrtc „ en dhe giori. 7 

On the glorics of & On. 


MN Cf) — br. * 2 — . — r 


—— ww. cH,zr 
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Songs and Billads. 


Song XXX 1 8 What thy? they call W:C. 


H AT though they call me Covury Lat, 
I plainly rean it 14 my glas, 
That for a dutcheis 1 miglu pat. 
Ou! could I fee tue day! 
Would fortune but attend my call, 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball, 
Fd brave the proudeit of them all, 
Wich a ſtand by Clear the way. 


Surrounded by a croud of beans, 
With {mart toupces, and powder d clothes . 
At rivals I'll turn up my noſe; 
Oh! could I ſee the day! 
Fli dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 
Shall make tome lord, or duke, my prize, 
And then, oh! how I'll tyrann:ze ! 
With a ſtand-- by clear the way. 


Oh! then for ev'ry new delight! 

For equipage, and diamond- bright, 

Quadrille, and plays, and balls atl right : 
Oh! could I tee the day 

Of love and joy I'd take iy ful, 

The ted tous hours of life to kill; 

In ev'ry ting I'd have my will: 
With 2 tand by clear the way. 


l 1 fe 2:35 7 v3 
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Song XXXVI. IPaild ron lauge a ting. 


OUD you have a voung virgin gf feen years, 
You mull tickle her fancy w th (ts an Cvars, 


Ever tw ing, ant playing, and fwoetly, tyoetty, 
Sing a lIove-ionnet, and charm ber cis; 
\Witily, prettily ta. her don; 
Claie her. and praiſe her, if fair, or Drown ; 
ah her, and two th her. 
And tene her, and pleaſe her; 
And touch but her {micket, and wali's vour own. 


No vou lan y a widow, well-l;nown in man, 
With a front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment, and briſkly, briſ:.ly, 
Pu: her in mind low her time Heals on; 
- Rue and prattle, although ſhe frown, 
yr Rouze her. and toaze her, from morn to noon ; 
| und thew her iome hour. 
You'l! aniwer her dower ; 


i | And get but het writings, and all's your own. 

! Do vou tuncy a pun!: ot a humour free, 

vl 1 nat bp: by a ſurnbler of quali: Y 3 

. wou Mut rail at her kecper, and tell her, tell ker, 
5 hat pleature's be!t charm is variety : 

* Swear her much fairer taan all the town ; 

( 9 'i'ry her, and ply her, when Cully's gone; 


og her, ar ' jog her, 
And meet ler, aud treat her, 
Av. lis with a gumca, and all's your own. 


1 . # . * 7 * ” 
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Song XXRNVII. Lu foal T ds. 
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Are II ſhill I do ro hew how mach ] love ket 2 
Is Low mene million, of ug can ſuflice 7 
8 Thar wich wins other Learts pever cn move lier, 
hoe commun metods or ivye ſhe'll deipibe. 
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Iwill owe more than man cer lov hetare mo. 
Gaze on her ali th dan, melt ail chern 

Till 01 r her on fie, at last ſhe imply 134, 
'to love her ics ty Picterve our d git, 


Since gods themſehes cannot ever he Jovi inn. 
Men muit lave Kreta „gere TM, o nee 53: » 
wi my love cou be always improving; 
Though eager ove mote tlutn lorrow eur hs 
In fair Aurelia“ ans leave me e ring 
To be embalm'd b eli wn teu ner broat 
To the laſt moment 12! 
Never had herd 0 Z οαν a death. 
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S down in the men low ene morning I rand. 


A Oh tere | bcheldd a beunmmul las: 


Hier age 1 am ture it was (earcely t cen, | 
And the on her head ware u 7: rland of green; 
Her lips were lille bie, and. as for het eVes. 
They Iparkic like ul monde, or nate in tue tens 
And as ror her voice, it wa CA rmmg and war, 
And the lung a ſoug or tl: 101 of her dar. 
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Wy does mv [ye Billy prove falſe and unkind ? 
What makes him to change like the wavering wind : 
From om that i= loyal in ev'ry degree, 

* . at makes him to change to an other from me ? 

O (tne he delight in my tad overthrow ! 

Or does Le delight to torture me ſo 

His Suſan will always prove true to her truſt, 

Fin forry that Billy feud prove % wniult. 


In the meadows, ad we were a mak ing of hay, 

CO) there we did pats the ſuget minutes away; 
Anl, as we went early io hart, and plough, 

f mild him fee: fillabebs wider my cow; 

O then I was Kkiſſtal, and tet dn ii knee, 

No man in the world was fo loving as he: 

J Jul} hem to cep. and I] waich'd him the while, 
ANG enen he diu wake, it was with a !lweet imile 


Pat now he ha- leſt me. aud Fanny the fair. 

Jt pioye all his cube, Dn. thoughts, and his care; 
ric kints aer hand, and lets her on ai; knee, 

And favs all the ſne thing he Ice la. d to me; 

Rut it he believes him, the tall heaned ſwain 

i leave her, and then the with me mav complain ; 


Thor notnh'ng”- more C-riain, wieve 1''v Sue. 
Wo onde nas been tfalle will nere a; We true. 


Her ſan. ; being ended. ſhe roie to be gone, 

nen oer tic mCauIW Came zolly young Join ; 

ile told her. that the was the oy of his lite, 

And if he'd content, he'd make her his wite; 

Wich ine not reinling. o church they bot. wat, 

; 0! ing Billy torgot. an 2 your g DUM content 

Mon men are like Bi liv, mot women like 3 

Aud it men Will be falle, wi, Hliculd women 1 10% e true? 


true? 


Tow many creat handtuls muit go to her date : 


Songs and Ballads. 


* 
VU, 


Song XXXIX. Tunidge-Dottors. 


F. main, ve wives. and yeun” widows, rejoice. 
Proctaim n tank({giving with von hearc and your voice, 
See water Mert waters, I dure bo! y ſay, 

Ve ne'cr had mere caui” for 2 yan or ingeday., 
Fo; trum T ondon town theres lat) Coine down 
Your „be phyteians Whenever Wore Foun, 


Whote phehrie: Hen wilt, thong their does art large. 
And you ray ve card, Without auger or charge. 


No bolus, H vomit, no potion, no pill, 

Which {oin*tines do cure, but Caner do bi: 
Von tale, or verr paare, wed new we -iipicas d, 
It vv KR be e cu d buy one of thete : 

For tres have a new drug. tis call'd the cloſe hug. 
CWkel Ge Y WT compi Ction, and male you look 1071: 
{I 4 HOVCICIge ballen. when once well apply'd, 

or. tough wounded a: Leart, the patient ne'cr 4 'd 


F Lis 


233 


he morning you nv bat be robb'd of your reſt, 

Fer gm venir wat: xd ti phviick wks beſt ; 

What. tho ig the takin 1, ac Virring's requir'd, 
» te motion“ f; © tal it, zou Caning: oe Ye | 

MW your back» vou 1. ilk lie. with your Bodies rais'd livin, 
Ad one of thee doe to: nu always be nigh, 

eit Ki be rad to cover You warm; 

FOr it cue cod, al ul Pluyhck does narm. 


But before thee ductor will give their direction. 
Ther away colt the patient 3 Complection ; 
F the has a molt pam. or a red head of- hair. 
219 requires mor? talam than one man can ipuic. 


te he: „ 10993 NO, the L- d above knows 


» — 
— 
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Yon lulies: dat nas ach ill un: ptoms as thete. 
n con engt A honour ſhould pay double fe. 
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And ſo let us vive to theie doctors due praile, 


V ho to all kind of Perſons their favour conveys 
On the ugly. for pitv's ſake, ſcill ſhould be ſhown, 


But as tor the hancliome. tnhev're cur'd for their own. 


On their ſilver or gold they never lav hold, 


For what comes fo trecly. they tcorn thoul be ſold: 
Unen 2 with thete doctors, and he artily pray, 
That the power of their phyuck may never decag. 


Song XL. If yen <cill- love me, 


F vou will love me. be free in exp rl: 't, 


8 


UC free. 


And kencctorth give me no came to complain; 


Or if vou hate me. be Phun in conte tling it. 
Aud in few words put me Ou OLIN pain. 
Tins hong dolavinge With äghing and paying, 

Provis only dect ing in byte and amout 
C9 ung and WOOtag, 
And C uly prrivims, 
ix camn's tg Wong, 
I: vou'i propote a Kind wetted of rating ue, 
Ma, return fo my 071 Ae; 
Sur 37 you ſitic c „Hun 0.4 wa, of fooime me, 
ü bt be plain, I'm none af our men; 
Pann for paſſion on each Itin ccufiot!. 


iu tree inch; ion dle dle love's lire, 


But too ths rating. 
Cov to!ly geting, 
.. 
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ke CORY GOUIES eating H: nia In 
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Song XLI. Tie Lady 5 Anker \ 
[Ts the ſame Tinte.] | N 


O love, and vet when | afk vet to marry me, 
Still have recourſe to the triclts of your art, | 
nen like a ſencer you cunningly parry me, 
Vet the ſame time make a puts at my heart. 
| Fyc, tye, deceiver, 
No longer endeavour, 
Or think this way ever the fort will be won; 
No fond care ſſing 
luft be, nor unlacing, 
Or tender embracing, till th' parſon has done. 


Some fav that marriage a dog with a bottle is, 
Pleaſing their humours to rail at their wive: - 
Others declare it an ape with a rattle i- 
Comtort's deitroyer, and piague cf their live. 
Some are affirming, 
A trap 'tis for vermin, 
And ye: with the bait, tho' not priton agree, 
\ en:'ring that chouſe you, 
Nuit let me eſpouſe you, 
If &er, my dear moule, you will nibble at me. 


Song XLII. Great Tard Frcs to I. ad Av 


RE ATT lord Frog to lady Xlouſe. 
Croakledom hee croaleledont hu; 

Dw<iling ncar St. Jame>'s-liGaic, 

Cocky mi chari ſhe; 
Rode to make hi court one day, 

ng In the merry month of Aly, 
| When the {un ſhone bright and vav, 
'I'wid:lle come tweedic twee 
Lord 
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Lord Frog. 


Counteſs, you've three Jaughters fine, 
Croakledom live wcakledom ho; 
I'd fain make the younge:t mine, 
Cocky mi chari ſhe : 
I'm well-made a ver was male, 
Only bating one imple ail; 
Pox upon't, I've never a tail, 
I widdle come tweedle wee. 


Lady Mouſe. 


Welcome noble peer to town, 

Croakledom hee croakledom ho ; 

I'll trait call my darling down, 
Cocky mi cart ſhe : 

So much wealth will f:re prevail, 

Yet I wiſh that you might not fail ; 

Your fine lordſhip had a tail, 
Twiddle come tweedle twee. 


Lord Frog. 


Here ſhe comes ſhall be my ſpouſe, 
Croakledom kee croakledom ho; 
ir ſhe'll deſign to grace my houſe, 
Cocky my cart the: 
I've a head where love can plant 
"Tho" a trifiing tail | want; 
Will you, fair one, liking grant, 
'I'widdle come tweedle wer 
M:is Rlouſe. | 
can ne'er to one conſent, | 
Croakledom hee croakiedom ho. d 
Wants that needful ornament. 
Cocky my cari me 
{”ncic rat too fo weil known, 
1 at a ſwinger bas on's own ; 
cer will let me wed to none, 
7 y)09'2 come tweedie twee 


* 
as 


Cold 


old 
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Lord rog. of 


" 


Sno T can't, my voice is low, 
er) 4kledom hee croakledom ho; 
Lat tor dancing date Santlow, 
Cocky my cart ſhe: 

Then altho' my bum be bare, 
vil mut own "tis ſmooth aud fair; 
Ie no car of Venus there, 

TT widdlic come tweedle twee. 


Mi' Mouſe. 


When we treat you at our cheeſe, 
Cr akledom hee croakledom ho: 
All that naked part one fecs, 
Cocky mv cari me: 
Cover'd cloſe we creep and craw!. 
hen you ſwim or diving fall! 
Vie tor ſhame, you ſhew us all, 
1 widdle come tweedle wee. 


Lord Frog. 


Since Y'are on theſe lofty flrains. 

Croakledom hee croakledom ho 

Il get one ſhall value brain-, 
Cocky my cart the : 


\lifs Mouſe. 


Now vour lordchip idly prates, 

Fig that will have conſtant mates. 

ad have tails as well as pates, 
Fwiuille come tweedle twee. 
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Song XLIII. Hark! we thund ring Cannmms 


ARK! the thund'ring cannons roar, 
Ecchoing from the German ſhore, 

And the joytul news comes o'er; 

The Turks are all confounded ? 
Lorrain comes, they run, they run, 
Charge vour horſe thro' the grand halt moon, 
We'll quarter give to none, 

Since Starembery i 15 wounded. 


Cloſe vour rank, and each brave ſou! 

Take a luſty flowing bowl, 

A grand carouſe to the royal Pole, 
Ihe empire's brave defender; 

No man leave his poſt by ſtealth, 

Plunder the Grand Viſier's wealth, 

But drink a helmet full to th' health 
Of the tecond Alexander. 


\tahomot was a ſober dog, 

A ſmall-becr, drowiy, fenicleſs rogue, 

'The juice of the grape jo much in vogue, 
'To forbid thñolt io adore him; 

Had he but uliuw'd the vine, 

Given em leave to carouſe in wine, 

Ihe Turk hl Label rab d the Rhine, 
Aud ccnyuer's all before lum. 


With dull ca me ſought in vain, 

opt 1e iet r 10 VOL 

Vis lere (pri: gil. Wir nj! eviry vein; 
Sue ws mu nel attend him; 

Our brains lie our Cannons; Warm. 

With ctcen ! ring tels nv har m, 

Wine ene ober for | Mes the alarm. 


No! dan l Can be: 4 end im. 
Ari 
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Sage and Ballads. 


Chriſlians thus with conqueſt crown'd, 

Conqueit with the glaſs goes round, 

Weals coftce can't keep its ground 
Avainit the force of claret : 

Whilit we give them thus the foil, 

And the pagan troops recoil, 

The valiant Poles divide the ſpoil. 
And in briſk nectar ſhare it. 


Infdels are now o'ercome, | 
But the molt Chrittian "Turk" at home, 
Watching the fate of Chriſtendom, 
But all his hopes are ſhallow ; 
Since the Poles have led the dance, 
Let Englith C:far now advance, 
And it he ſends a fleet to France, 
He's a Whig that will not follow. 


Song XLIV. Om April-m: rn. 


NE. April-morn, when from the ſea, 
Phebus was juſt appearing 3 

Damon and Celia young and gay, 

Long fet tled love endearing 
Met in grove to vent their ſpleen, 

On parents unrelenting ; 
He bred of Lory race had been, 

She of the tribe diflenting. 


Celia, whoſe eves outhone the god, 
Newiy the hills adorning:“ 

Told him mamma would be flark mad. 
She mitung pray that mormug : 

Damon, his arm around her wait, 

Swore that nought ſhou'd 'em ſunder; 
Shou'd my rough dad know how ]'m bleſt, 
"I wou'd male him roar like thunder. 

11 2 
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Great ones whom proud ambition blind >, 
By faction {ill tupport it; 

Or where vile money taints the mind, 
hey for convenience court it: 

Bur mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew, 
Party ſhou'd raiſe his glory; 

Sweurs hcl! cxalt a vaſſal true, 
Let it be Wing or Lory. 


Song XLV. Since Times are f9 ba, 


IIe. Ince time are ſo bad, I muſt tell zou, ſweetnrart, 
i'm thinking to leave of my plough and my cart; 
Ard to the fur city a journey Wit go, 
o better my fortune, as other folk do: 
& ince ſome have from ditches, 
„n coar'c leather breeches. 
1 ras'd, been rais'd tc be rulere, 
Aud waliow'd in riches; 
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy wheel, 
rise come, CC. | 
For, : tc gipſie; den't le, 
L Pra:!. I hal. o a governar too, c're I die. 


e h, Collin ah, Collin! by all, by all thy late doings 
| hu, 
Wit! rr and trouble, with ſorrow and trouble tlie 
Price oi thy mind: 
a theep now at random diſorderly run, 
Hd now, and now tunday”: jacket gester: Ly on; 
Ahl wia d „ clicu, What do'ſt thei „ what do ſt thou 
mend: 


tie. To make my ſhoes clean, 
und ivot n. and foot ic to the court, 
Laube King and the Queen, 
Where ſhewing my parts I preferment ſhall win. 


He. 


't; 


lle 


ou 


She. 


He. 


* IR * 3 V x 
So cheat, an be bang; 
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Fie, fe, he, fir, fe, he, fie, fe, fie. He, 'tis better, 

Li Better 207 u to hig an: { to pin 

For as to the court when thou happen” to try, 

"Fhou'!t find nothing got there, une thou gan'ſt buy; 

For moncy the devil, the devi! and all's to be found, 

Bur 10 wood part min 1.1, no, no, no, no good parts 
minded wide the gol pound. 


Wh then Dll take atis, why then I'll take arms, 
l'il tab arm, 

And toll, Amd lollo alaems, 

ant honour, hat nos a days plaguily charms : 


And io loſe a limb, b- + ſhot or a- blow, 


And curic thvielt ai.cr, tor Icaving, tor leaving the 
plough. | | 


. Suppoic | turn vameiter ? 


What thin it of the road then? 
The hie wr war to be nang'd; 


Nice pimping however vie!ds profit for life, 


1˙1ʃ help iome hu re 19 anotner's fine wife 


That's dangerou d, amongit the town- crew, 
For {O5me of em! lo the tame thing by youu, 
And tien Ito Cue: 2.4 10u may be drawn in, 
Fait! „ Collin, tis better | tt here. and ſpin, 

1 aaith, Collin, Kc. 


Will nothing prefer me, what tnink' of the law ? 
Oh! while you tive, Collin, kewp out of that paw. 
He. I'll cant and I'll pen 


Sue 
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She. Ah! there's nought got, ah ' there's nought got that 


She. 


He. 


17 
— 
— 
na 


way. 


There's no one minds now what thoſe black cattle ſay; 


Let all our whole care be our farming afiair, 


To make our corn grow, and cur apple: trees bear. 


[ Verle for two voices 


Ambition, ambition's a trade, a trade no contentment 


can ew. 
So ['ll to my diſtaii; 
And 1 to my plough; 


Ambition, ambition's a trade, a trade no contentment 


can ſhew. 


No, no, no, no, no, no. na, no, no, no. no, NG no, 
no, NO, NO, NO, NO, NO, no, NO, no, no, NO, no, No 


contentment can few, 
no, no, no contentment can ſhew. 


CHORUS. . 


. Let all our whole care be our farming affair; 


To make our corn grow, and our apple-rrees bear: 
Ambition, ambition": a trade, 2 trade no cuntentment 


can ſhew. 


. do I'll to my Gdillak ; 


And I'll to my plough ; 


Ambition, ambition's 2 tne, 2 tragt rn contentment 


can ſheu, 
o, NO, &. 

no contentment can thow. 
Yo, 50, RO contentmen: can 1b. 


ö 
A 


It hel 
An 


By tt 


Ar 


| 


ment 


ment 


ics 
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Song XLVI. The fora! Drinker. 


Pox on thoſe fools, who exclaim agaimlt wine, 
And tly the dear tweets that thr bottle doth bring 
lt heightens the fancr, the wit docs rehne, 
And he that was ftirit drunk wa. made the firſt King. 


By the help of good claret old-age become vouth, 
And tick men kill nud this the only phyfician; 
Drink largely. you'll know by experience the truth, 
That he that drinks molt is the belt POLtCIan. 


To victory this leads on the brave cavalier, 
And makes all ihe terrors of war but delight; 
This fluſhes his courage. and beats off baſe tear, 
Twas that taught Cæſar and Pompey to naht. 


This ſupports all our triends, and knocks Jown our fue;, 
This makes us all loyal men from courier to clown; 

Like Dutchmen from brandy. tom this our itrength grow: 
So 'tis wine, noble wine, that's a friend to the crown. 


Song XLVII. Amono}j? the pure ones all, 


MONGS T the pure ones all, 
Which conſcience doth profeis; 

Alu vet that fort of contcience 

Doth practiſe nothing lel> : 
I mean the ſect of choſe elect, 

That's jloath to live by merit; 
That lead, their lives with other men's wie, 

According unto the ſpirit. 


One met with a holy fiſter of ours, 
A ſaim who ceartv lov'd him: 
And fain he wouid have ki her, 

Pecaule the ipirit nod im 


Bu: 
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But ſhe deny'd, and he rep'; d. 
You're damn'd un'efs vou co t, 


Therefore conſent, do not rey itt, 
For the ſpirit doth move me to it. 


She not willing to offen.!, poor fovi. 
Yielded utc his motion; 

And what theie two did inten, 
Was out uf pure devon : 

To lye with a friend and a brother, 
She thouglit the ihou'd die no ner 

But cer hve months were pal, 
Tne ipirit was quick within he: 


But what will the wicked tar, 
When they thail hear of ih >» rumour ; 
They'd laugh at us every Gay, 
nd icoti us iu every corner: 
Let 'em do o iull, if that they will. 
We mean not to follow cheir faſhion, 
'They'te none of our ect, nor of our elect. 
Nor none of our congregation. 


But when che time was come, 
That ſne was to be lai! ; 
It was no very great crime. 
Committed by her, thev tad ; 
Cauie they did know, am! the did ſhew 
"I'was done by a friend and a brother, 
But a ver) great fin thev {id it had been, 
It it hau been done by anutiir, 


Song XL.VIIT. 
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Here was a Laſs of Iſlington, 
As I have heard many tell; 

And ſhe would to tair London go, 
Fine apples and pears to (ell: 

And as along the ſtreets ſhe flung, 
With her baſket on her arm; 

Her pears to tell, you may know it right vel! 
This fair maid meant no harm, 


But as ſhe tript along the ſtreet, 
Her pleaiant fruit to ſell; 

A Vintner did with her meet, 
Who lik'd this maid full well : 

Quoth he, fair mad, what have you there, 
In basket derked brave? 

Fine pear, quoih ine, and if it pleaſe ye 
A taiic, Sir, you thall have. 


The vin: ner he tool 2 take, 
And lid it vl, for why ; 

This mad he thought of all the reſt, 
Mott picaung to his eye; 

Quoth he, fiir mall, 1 have a ſunt, 
Tha: vou to me na! grant; 

Which it I lind you bo 4 Kind, 
Nothing that you i!:1l! want. 


Thy beauty doth fo picaſe my eye, 
And dazzles o my light; 

That now of ail my liberty, 
I am deprived quice : 

Then prichee now conſent to me, 
And do not put me by ; 

lt is but one ſmall ccurteiy, 
All aight with you to be. 


Vol. I. Ne. z. 


The Fair Laſs of Iſlington. 


\ 2 
. 
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Sir, if you lie with me one night, 
As you prepound to me; 

do expect that you thould prove, 
Both courtcous, kind and free: 

And 1or to tell you all in ſhort, 
It vi colt you five pound, 

A maich, a match, the vintner ſaid, 
Aud ſo let this go round. 


When he had Jain with her all night, 
Her moncy ſhe did crave, 
O llay, quoth he, the other night, 
And thy money thou ſhalt have: 
| c:rnot av, nor 1 will not ſtay, 
| needs mult now be gone, 
Why then theu may'it thy money go look, 
For money I'll pay thee none. 


This maid ſhe made no more ado, 
But to a juſlice went; 

And unio him ſhe made her moan, 
V. to did her caſe lament : 

She ſaid ſhe had a Cellar let out, 
Jo avintuer in the town; 

And how tliat he did then agree, 
Five pound to pay her down. 


But now, qucth ſhe, the caſe is thus, 
No rent that he will pay; 

T herciore your worſhip I beicech, 
Jo end for him thus day: 

Then ut the juſtice for him ſent, 
And aste the reaion why; 

That he would pay tui maid no rent? 
To which le did reply, 


Although T kireda Celar of her, 
Hud he policion 15 mine; 
I ner pot anne ching into it, 
Vut ou PEO Pipc os wine. 


ereſore 
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Therefore my bargain it was hard, 
As you mi.y plainly tec; 

from my tecdom was debart'd, 
'Then youd tir fa our me. 


'Phi> carr maid being ripe of wit, 
She (trait rep!" again; 


There were two butts more at the dor, 


Why did you not roul them n:! 
You had your ireedom, and your will, 

As 15 to vou well known ; 
Theretore Id denre (hit, 

For to recen % my Own 


The juſtice hearing of their caſe, 
Did then give oer wt cit : 


That he the! one Crowd pay down, 


She ſhould no longer Walt: 
Withal he toid ther 1utner plain, 
Ii he a tenanc be; 
He mutt exp, to pay the ame, 
For he could not fit ren. free. 


But when the money ſhe had gat, 
dne put it in er purſe: 

And clape her hand on the ccilur dodg 
And 1aid it Was neverthe worie : 
When cauſed the pcop!e all to laugh, 
lo ice this vimner hne; 
Out-witted by a country girl, 

About th:s pipe oi Wine. 


Song 
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Song XLIX. There was a Knight, &c. 


| Here was a knight, and he was young, 


A riding along the way, Sit; 
And there he met a lady fair, 
Among the cocks of hay, Sir: 
Quoti: he, ſhall you and lady, 
Among the graſs lye down a; 
And I will have a ſpecial care, 
Of rumpling of your gown a.. 


If you will go along with me, 
Uric my father's hall, Sir; 
You (ui! enjoy my maideniead, 
And my eſtate and all, Sir: 
So he mounted her on a milk white ſtecd, 
Himielf upon another; 
And then they rid upon the road, 
Like ſiſter and like brother. 


Ard wi:en ſhe came to her father's houſe, 
Which was moated ro.:n{ about, Sir, 
She ſtepped ſtreight within the gate, 
And ſhut this young knightout, Sir 
Here is a purſe of gold, the jaid, 
Take it for your pains, Sir; 
And I will {cnd mv tather's man, 
To go home with you again, Sir: 


And if you meet a ½ fair, 
As you go thro” tw.c xt town, Si 
You mult not fear the dew of the graſe, 
Nor the ram}! oi Gs gon, Sir 
And if you meeca lady gay, 
As ; vu go b the hilt, Sir; 
If you will not when you may, 
You ſhall not wiien you will, Sir. 


There 
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There isa dew up tHe grais, 
Will gan ve d. mask gown as 
V nich I. 2 (on VEUT lat. et dear, 
Many ſhilboe eh wen a: 
There is a vent ble rent he well, 
Soun il dry fo ai a 
And 1 wil have att cre; 
Of the rumiV i of ty LOown a. 


| 501 1 190134 Cort 47 and Pi: 


Gd 


Dung Corridor and Phili, 
Sate in 2h ely grove ; 


Contriving crevwus o ue, 
k .-peating, tales of love: ä 
And iometning cliv, but what I dare not. &<c 


zut as they were a plaving, 
She oagled io the iwan ; 

It ſav'd her plainly my ing. 
Let's Kiſs to eaſe our pain 

And ſomething elic, &c. 


A thouſand times he kifs'd her, 
Laying her on the green; 
But as he farther pref»'d her, 
Her pretty leg was cen 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


do many beauties removing, 
Eis ardor B::! increas'd ; 
Ani gester joys purluing, 
tle wander'd o'er her breaſt; 
Ind fomeihing elle, &c. 


here 
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A lait effort ſhe trying, 
His paithon to withiland ; 
Cry'd, but it was faintly crying, 
Pray tale away your hand : 
And ſometbing ele, &c. 


Young Coridon grown bolder. 
The minute would improve 3 
This is the time he told her, 
To thew you how | love . 
And ſomething ele, XC. 


The nymph {cem'd almoſt Cviiy, 


Diſlolv in amorogs heat; 
She kiſs' d, and told him ſighing, 
Aly dear your love is gieat . 

And iomeiiiing elſe, &c. 


But Philli: did recover 
Much ocner than the ſwain; 
She bluſling Kk'd her lover, 
Shall we not Kifs again! 


And ſomething «liv, &&. 


Thus love his revels keeping, 
Till nature at a land; 
From talk they tell to licepir.g, 
Holding caci other hand. 
And ſcemething elle, &c. 


"Ng 
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Song LI. Long was the Day, &c. 


ONG was the day &er Alexis my lover, 
To bniſh my hopes would his paſſion reveal; 
He cold not ipeak, nor I could not diſcover, 
What my poor aking heart was ſo loath to conceal : 
Till the ſtrengtli of his paihon his tear had remov'd, 
Then we mutuaily talk d, and we mutually lov'd. 


Groves for Umi;. cila's did kindly o'er-ſhade us 
From Phabus hot rages, who like envying ſtrove ; 
Had not Kind fate this provition made us, 
All che nymphs of the air woald have envy'd our love; 
But we ſtand beiow envy that ill natur'd fate, 
And above cruc! con is happy eitate. 


Song I. II. I Amrrous Seng. To the Tune 


* 


of, Je Bonny Chiy;-Church Hells. 
— 


E. E. how fair and fine ſhe bes. 
Upon her bridal bed ; 
No lady at the court, 
So tit tor the port, 
Oh ſhe loo d to curioufly wine and red 
After the fir.l and jecond time. 
The weary bridegroom facts his pace; 
But oh! ſhe cries, come, come my joy, 
And cling chy check cee tomy tary : 
Tinxle, tinkle, goes tl. bei under the wed. 
Wh trace and touch they |; cp; 
hem with a kits, 
They end their bliſs, 
And ſo foil tad aſleep. 


Song 
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. 501 
Song LIII. A Song ſung by Mrs. Champion, 
in the Comedy calPd, She wou'd, and jhe 
Won d not. 
E LI A my heart has often rang'd, | 
Like bees o er gaudy flowers; 
And many thouſand loves have chang'd, 
Till it was fx'd, till it was fix'd on yours: 
But Celia when I faw thoſe eyes, 
Twas oon, twas ſoon d<termin'd there: 
Stars might as well forſake the skies, | 
And vatiih into air; 
Stars might as woll forſake the skies, 
And vanith into air. 
Now if from the great rules I err, | Son 


. 


New beauties, new beautie co wimire, 
May I again, again urn wa ic 

And never, never, rever. never, never. no, never, 

Never, never, never, never, never, ner, never, 


Never, never, never, jettle nar | 
May I again, again nt waikierer, | 15 
And never, never, never, never, never, no, never | 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, ever, | ; 
Never, never, er, iettle more. | 
S 
5 
( 


Song 
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IJ 
Go 


Song, LIV. Lel's be pootal, fill our Claſſes. 


ſhe Oily mortal, out laſs, 
Noble deeds are conc ly WIE 4 
dcorn the ry mpn an ah her graces, 
Who'd tor wre G1 willy pine? 
| Look within the bow! thus Howie, 
And a thuuſ.ny charms you I ud, 
Nlore than Puli, tough jull going 
In the moment te be Kind. 
Alcxander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council-lcard ; 
He tubdu'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqur'ing (word. 


| Song LV. Cruel Ciculure cart you leave me. 


Ruel creature can vou leave me? 


: Can you then ungraictul prove ? 
| Dia y ou court nie to deccive me, 
| An4 to light my conſtant love. 


Falſe ungrareſul, thus to woo me, 
Thus to make my heart a prize; 
' _Firlt to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and ty rannize. 


Shall | fend to heav'n my prayer? 
Saall J all my wrongs relate * 

hal] 1 curſe the dear betrayer * 
No, alas! it is too late. 

Cupid, pity my condition, 
Pierce this unrclenting (wall! . 


Hear a tender maid”; petition, 
Aud reſtore my love again 


K 8 [1 
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Song LVI. That all Men are Beggars. 


lat all men are heggars, we plainly may ſce, 
For beggars there are of ev'ry degree, 
T ko noe are fo bleſt or fo happy as we, 


Which : obody can deny, deny, which no body can deny 


The tradeſman he begs that his wares you would buy, 

Fhen begs you'd believe the price is not high, 

And ſwears tis his trade when he tells you a lye. 
Wich no body can deny, &c. 


The lawyer hc hegs that you'd give him a fee, 
"Cho' he reads not your brief, nor regards not your plea, 
But adviſes your Foc how to get a decree. 

Which no body can deny, &c. 


The courticr he begs for a penſion or place, 

A ridbon, atitle, or imile from his grace, 

" Its due to his merit, tis writ in his face, 
Which no body can deny, &c. 


Lut if by miſhap he ſhonld chance to get naue, 

He beg> you'd believe that the nation's undon® ; 

I here's hut one honel man, and himſelf is that one. 
WW Rica no body dare deny, &c. 


Tue taitone who Yabours whole mornings at home 

Ne charms to create, and much paint to conſume, 

Vet begs you'd believe "tis her natural bloom. 
Which no body thouid denv, &c. 


The courticr he beg< the dear nymph to comply, 
„ne devs he'd be gone, vet with a languiſhing ehe, 


Sell begs he would ftay, tor a maid ſhe can't die; 
Wut none but a {col would deny, &c. 


9 Ange 


+ 4 * 
. 
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Jong L. VII. | / bad rathor en0y. 


Had rather en;cy 
| A girl that is co. 
| Than Once W O 18 caly pertuaded ; » 
For thou: Ti for a while, 
Sac fcarcely will imile. 
Yet at length her fort is invaded, 


leny 


Wicn then %e's poſſeſt'd, 
You joubly are bleſs'd. 
Tho' from p. Au ure awhite you're cor. fi. J 
1. he he rt is on Are 
| With zealous dulirc. 
And the jov of a lover reſtu'd. 
The pleaſure's not full, 
But damnably dull, 
When too w:iling a madam we find ; 
| I'd lave her tirit irown, 
> Her paſſion ditown, 
And begin, by degrees, to be Kind. 


Song LVIII. Toa; iz the Land of Cyde,. 


7 Was in the land of Cyder, 
At a place call'd Brampton-Prvon, 
duch a prank was plaid 


vit man an. maid, 
That all dl. e ſarnts cry 'd ne . 


For gentle ſobn and Suſan 
Were oſt at recreation. 

To tell the truth, 

Thi vig rous youth 
Caus'd a &readſul conſta grau. 


yy” * : 
FI 0 Bah 


* 
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Poth morning, noon, and night, Sir, 


Pri% John was at her crupper 3 
Je got in her vcr; 
Five ties betore Pray ts, 
nd fix times after upper. 


loin being well proviled. 
Gy cloſely "did lolace ner, 
hat Suian's wailte, 
So fackly iac'd. 
She'd ſign. of ub of grace, Sn 


Put when the ln gi percsived 
nat Suhan had ien unninz, 
And that tut, laß, 
For want of & race, 


Lov'd Kiſling more than ſrinning: 


To clean e tue houic hom ſcandal, 


At hits fornication; 
Ot alt ur: crimes 
Io ine tlie times 

F li: utter gen ion > 


Jie took both bed and bolſter, 


Nav, blar bet, ſheets, and pillows, 


8 . 
Vita Jo uny's trock, 
A = „ 
41 24 1. 141 9280. N.. 


An i burnt tem n. te K in nouſe. 


_ U . - * 1 » 41 
And ever e:. uten! 


On which re a be n wicked 


x hy | . 
* - +* % - 
F141 * * a * 10. y I « 
— 


Glen i 


* p * 
# - - * - * ad * 1 12 % 1 991 * r 
Ar. * * 141448 Air 6 > * c L.i e P 


But had cach thin” deßle 
Been urat Brampton vr on, 
We ail mail rum 
9915 
Lac kotobe would want 
imtelt a bod to lie on. 
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Song I. IT. „ Clie give ver. 


Ri: hre, Chire, give ber. 
And perpies mens more, 
For. my charmer, it log) very queerly, 
That in blooming ti.:een, 
Thau'rt at ad to be een 


. 
* 


I „. 1 2 i kf, G- A +F #5 3*z v * 
By a ſhone who lortsthee mot? tete. 
* jy 


When with {poi T puriuc, 
Intonetig to wor, 
\ ! 4! „ ³˙ A py i * «Tad ? 3 
Ant tell ic AON inen: NI 7 re, 
Like u rul ; Hunz, lnb 
Kult: 37. 445. 643K 


do TAG bt . Way Whey MACH 


I know C724 win told, 
That the pa riarch of 
CPENTLECESICOTE YEW in THe WON 5 
was no We ident hun 
That A nf net Feen 
Should by © Wen ai. ain Wis Tui i. g. 
But. my earner, I vow, 
Tis a mu ce now, 
That a nv) win her terns ſoot i, any ; 
When ! care now engage, 
Not a man in tue age 
3112 thinks thrceeſcore days are tuo man 
Tnen prithee, my joy. 
o longer be cov, 
Lut let am' du, detres iulla ne vc. 
nurrendet thy charms, 
Aud take me to th, arme, 
u thou'it joon lo me bedr EAA RIGA 


— 


| | 


F 
a 
1 
, 
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Song LX. Chloe, be wiſe. 


[TL OF, be wile, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my love at ſuch à rate; 
Should 1 your ſcorn return, "will vex you, 
Love much abus'd will turn to hate. 


How can ſo lovely, fair a creature 
Put on the looks ot cold diſdain; 

Women were firſt deſign'd by nature 
To give a pleaſure, and not a pain. 


Nindneſs creates a flame that's laſting, 
When other charms are fled away. 

Think then the time we now are waſting; 
Throw off thote frowns, and love obey. 


Song LXI. Gently touch the warbling Lye. 


ENTLY touch the warbling lyre, 
Cliloe ſcems inclin'd to reſt ; 
Turner foul with fond deſire, 
Sotr--1i notes will ſooth her breatt ; 
Ploxing dreams alſiſt in love, 
Lc: them all propitious prove. 


On i moſſy bank ſhe lies, 
Nature's verdant velvet bed) 
Beau cus ſtowers meet her eyes, 
Forming piliows for her head; 
Jephyts waft their odours round, 
Ay indulgent whiipers ſound. 


Song 
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Song LXII. Once I lov'd a charmins. 


NCE I low'd a charming creature, 
But the flame with which I burn, 
L uot for cach tender feature, 
Nor for her wit, nor ſprightly turn, 
But for her down, down, derry down; 
But for her down, &c. 


On the graſs I ſaw her lying. 
Strait I ſeiz'd her tender wailit, 

On hei back the lay complying, 
With her lovely body plac'd, 
Under my down, &c. 


But the nymph being young and ten dun, 
Cou'd not bear the dreadtul ſmart, 
Still unwilling to ſurrender, 
Call'd mamma to take the par 
. Of her down, &c. 


Out of breath mamma came running; 
To prevent poor Nanny's fate, 
+ But the girl, now grown more cunung, 
Cry'd, mamma. You're co:ne too late, 
For 1 am down, &c. 
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Song LXIII. * Tas when tho Scas Were roaring 


: WAS when the {es were roaring, 
With hollow bluts of wind, 

A dumſel lay deplorins, 
All on a rock reclin'd; 

Wide v'er the roaring billows 
She cait a withtul look; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembl-d v'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over 
And nine long tedious days; 
Why did'it thou, venc'rous lover, 


Why did'n thou till the ſcas, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel gocan, 


And let my lover reſt; 
Ah! hat's thy troubled mot; In 
To tiiat within my bread, 7 


The merchant, 100 U of treaſure. 
V 1cw3 tempet. is in deſpair: 
But what's the loſs of ucaſure. 
To the lobung of my dear ? 
Should you {ome coal! be laid on. 
Where geld and diamonds grow : 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves vou o 


How can they ſay that na: ue 
Has nothing made in vain. 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hidcous rocks remain 


No eye: thole roclts dico er 
That lurk beneath the dee ep. | | 
To wreck the wand'ring logs, ö 
And leate the mail c deb. | 
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All melancholy lving. 
Thu. waii'd the for her deut, 
Repa:d each blait with ighing, 
ach billow with a tear: 
When o'er the wide wave: flooping, 
Its floating corps ſhe ſpy'd; 
Then like a lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 


Song LXIV. VV hilſt the Town's Urim-tull 


I{ILST the town's brim full of folly, 
And runs gaddiug atter Polly, 
Let us take a cheerful glass. 

Tell me, Damon, where”, the pleaſure 


| Of beitowing time and treaſure, 


For to make one's ſelf an aſs ? 
Tell me, &c. 


I am for joys are lefs expenſive, 

Where the plcaſure's more extenſive, 
And from dull attention ee; 

Where my Celia, o er à bottle, 

Can, wheu tir'd with am'rous prattle 
Sing old fongs as well as ſhe 


1. Song 


82 


A Complete Collection of 


HOSTS of ev'ry occupation, 


Ev'ry rank and ev'ry nation; 


Some with crimes all foul and ſpotted, 


Some to happy fates alotted, 
Press the Stygian lake to pals. 
re a ſoldier roars like thunder, 


Fates of wenches, wine and plunder, 


Stateſmen here the times acculing 3 
Poet: ſenſe tor rhimes abuſing ; 


Lawyers chatt'ring, 
Courtiers flatt'ring, 
Bullies ranting, 
ZLealots canting; 


Knaves and fools of ev'ry claſs! 
Knaves and fools, &c. 


Song, LXV. Ghoſis of ery Occnpotion, 


Song LXVI. Deſpairing beſide a clear Stream. 


Y the fide of a great kitchen- fire, 
A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid; 
A pudding was all his defire, 
A kettle ſupported his head : 


The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 


Jo his ſighs with a grunt did reply; 
Ard a gutter that car'd not a louſe, 
Rai mournfully muddily by. 


But when it was ſet in a diſh, 


Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
\iv mouth it does water and with ; 


r * * 
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al it had better been fry'd. 
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The butter around it was ſpread, 

' 'was as great as a _ in his chan 
Oh! cou'd I but cat it, he ſaid, 

The proof of the pudding lies there 


How fooliſh was T to believe 
It was made for fo homely a clown ; 
Or that it would have a reprieve 
From the dainty fine folks of the town 
Could I think that a pudding io fine, 
Could ever uncaten remove? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchen on love. 


What tho” at the fire I've wrought, 
Where puddings do boil and do try - 

Tho” part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by? 

Ah! Collin! thou muſt not be fir!t! 
Tay knife and thy platter reſign ; 

There's Marg'ret will eat till ſhe burlt, 
And her turn is ſooner than thine. 


And you my companions ſo dear, 

Who ſorrow to ice me ſo pale; 
Whatever I {ufer, forbcar. 

Forbear at a pudding to rail: 
Tho' thro” all the rooms I ſhould rove, 

Tis in vain from mv fortune to 75 
Tis its fate to be often above. 

"Tis mine for to want it below. 


If while mv hard fate I ſuſtain, 

In your breait any pity be found, 
Ye ſervants that carlv do dine, 

Come ſee how I lie on the ground: 
Then hang up a pan an a pot. 

And — 'OW do 150 how I dwell : 
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And ſav, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Collin lov'd pudding too well. 


Then back to your meat you may go, 
Which you fet in „Hur diſhes fo prim. 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 
And flowers are ſtrew'd on the brim 
W hilt Collin forgotten, and gone, 
By the hedges thail diſmally rove, 
 niefs when he ſecs the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above. 


Song ILNVII. Bick foar. 


| all the girls in gur town, 


Or black, or vellow, or fair, or brown, 


With their ſoft eyes, and faces to bright; 
„we me a girl that's blith and gay, 
As warm + June, and as ſweet as May. 
With her heart free, and taichful as light. 
What lovely couple then cou'd be 
So happy and fo bleſt as we? 
On whom eternal joys wou'd ſmile, 
And all the cares of lite beguile, 
Eutrancd in blifs each rapt'rous night. 


Song 
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Song ILXVIII. T. me mit, Sylein. 


L. I. IXI dear: it, longer depreſs me, 
But ha en blot ne 
And it to any arins, 
O couli I charm „on! 
How ut warin vou! | 
iow I would 1 ind ſport in your arms 


No one ii near, 
W iy ſhoul] we fear? 
hv thou we then thele momente deine 
It re offtndes, 
| ne'er intended; 
{i} beg your part another day. 


Fong IL XIX. Olce in ou Lic 


N CF in our lives, 
Let us drink to Our wives, 
Pho thor niwibers be but {mall ; 
Heaven take the belt. 
And the devil take the rell. 
Aud to we all get rid of them al! 
Fo this hearty with 
Let each man take his diſh, 
%% drink, drink, till he fall 
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Song LXX. 


H London is a fine town, and a callant city, 
"Tis govern'd by the ſcarlet gown, come liſten to 
my dittv; | 
This city has a Maror, this Mayor is a Lord. 
He governeth the citizens upon his own accord: | 
He boaſteth his gentilitv, and how nobly he uns born, 
His arms are three ox-heads, and Jus creſt a rampant horn, 


The firſt journey his lordſhip takes is to Weſtminiter- hall, 
Attended by twelve companies, for he muſt have 'em all; 
The barges are made all fine and gay, for his lordſhip, and 
the beſt, | 
And dung boats and lyters provided for the reſt. 


Then at the Fxchequer he's {worn upon a ſhoe: ſonl. 

That he will be no witer man than was his brother fubernol. 
The {word is hore before em up and down the itaurs, 

To fright away the lite boys that laugh at o d- Mayor. 


And when that is ended, hom? again he comes. 
With joyiul noe upon the Thames of trumpets and of 


drums: ; | 
zie Lordthip lands a Paul's-Wharf, and on along he jogs, | 
Altended by his companies, as hungry as any dogs. | 


Then in eames 346 cuver, and holdly ſalls to work, 

Wütn kniſe like ſeia: ter as fence as any Turk: ;. ©: | 

1! - it upon the gooſe bene, aud turn'd both ge and point, 

Lil he loolt'd upon my erd-Alaxor, he conld not hit the 
joint. 


— 


Then up came cuſta-d with twerty fonr nes, 
\s you may find :corded in ſohn Stow's books ; 
\ 


s was to keep their Cup at Wark that work be prating 
crealon, 


Then 
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Then they go to Greenwich all in the city-barge, 

And there they have a noble treat all at the city-charge; 

And when they come to Cucruld*s-Puint they make a a gal- 
lant ſhow, 

Their wives bid the muſick play Cuckolds all a-row. 


Then they go to Panl's Church e're 2 prayer begins, 
And as they go along the itreet, they loop to pick up pins; 
But it you'd know, I'll tell you the moral reaton ot it, 
They that would to riches grow, muſt Hoop tor little profit. 


My Lord- Nlayor rides along the {treet like unto a law-maker, 

Wich forty catchpoles at his arte to protecute the baker; 

And wlien he come: to the baker's Hall, and finds his bread 
two light, 

He feuds it home to his own houſe, to fealt both lord and 
knight. 


Then to the ſeſſions- houſe they go, the ſeſſions for to keep, 
Until that the Recorder comes they all are faſt aſleep ; 
They call up their juries by twelves and by twelves, 

And if they hang up no man, they may go hang themſelves. 


So then they borrow boots and ſpurs, and out of town they 
To ſee the hears baited on the bank-lide ; ; -{ nas ; 
And when that the, have done, they all return again, 

Like to many apes, with each his go.den chain. 


Then to hear a ſermon once a year, he rides unto the Spittle, 


And there ſits full three hours long, and brings away but liitle: 


And when that he cor. :5 home, he {its cCown at his board, 
And if he haus not minc'd-pies, his ckeer's not worth a turd. 


My lady fays unto my lord when ail the gueſts are gone, 
77 intud to-morrow next to invite my friend Sir ſo! in 
For I dont think it ft alway to have tradeſmen, 

| pray therefore let me tub i a COrrter noW and wicn, 
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My lady boldly af:'d my lord what diſhes ſhe ſhould have, 

Jo entertain her friend Sir John, that was fo fine and brave, 

Aly lord he nam'd a cait's bead, at which ſhe made a piſh, 

And ſwore {he'd have a turly-cock, tor ſhe lov'd a ſtanding. 
dich. 


Next once a year into Eſſex a hunting they do go, 

To tee em pais along, o 'tis a molt pretty ſhew ; 

Turo' Cheaptide and Fencharch-ſtreet, and 10 to Aldgate. 
pump, 

Lach man wirn's ſpurs in's horie's ſides, and his back-ſward 
croſs his rump 


My Lord ke takes a faff in hand to beat the buſhes o'er, 

muit conte it was a work he ne'er had done before; 

A creature bounceth from a buſh, which made them all to 
laugh, 

Aſy lord he ciy'd a hare, a hare, but it prov'd an Effex-call, 


And when they had done their ſport, they came to London, 
where they dwell; 

Their faces all fo rn and ſcratch' d. their wives (carce ':new | 
them well; | 

For 'twas a very great mercy ſo many 'tcap'd alive, 

- or of twenty ſadules. carried out, they brought again but five. | 


The 
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The following SONG we received from one of our kind 
Subſcribers, and return him many thanks tor che trouble 
he has taken in tranimitting it to us; and ſhall at all 
times be very ready to oblige him or any other perſon, 
that ſhall give thenuclves the troutle of {ending any 
thing of this Kind worthy of notice. 


Song LXXI. Collir's Complaint ty Cit, 
To the Tuxe of 


On! the Pains are ſelt in Late, &c. 


I. 
'ON the pain and grief I bear, 


Always moariag, fighing, groaung, 
Oa ! the pain and grief I bear, 
My fate always bemoauing; 
For, fince my Celia, vou're unkind, 
I can get no cafe tor my troubled ain, 
Such torture, fure, no ou can ful, 
All my comtort is coinplainug 


II. 


| The muſick of your charming voice 

| Kindle fire and deiire : 

The muũck of vour charming voice 

Mu heart ſets all on fire ; 

Ru: if that you will yet diidain, 

I canaoc live in grief and pain, 
Alwavs 0 1131. aud 10 COLE, 

Ay love there's no reltialting, 
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III. 


Your ruby lips and ivory teeth, 

None is ſweeter, more completer; 
Vour ruby lips and ivory teeth 

Are the maſter-piece of nature: 

Vour rowling eyes ſo charming bright, 
Like ſtars do dart a _— light : 
But yours both dazles mind and fight, 
And cauſes my complaining. 


IV. 


Your features are ſo heavenly bright, 
They're ſo charming, pleaſing, warming; 
Your features are ſo heavenly bright, 
That indeed you are too charming: 

I can't my feeble muſe ſo raiſe, 

As to ſpeak ought unto your praile ; 

For all's too little I can ſay, 

'Tho' you cauſe my complaining. 


V. 


When I firſt lov'd you, Celia fair, 

Your love ne'er changed, never ranged: 
When I firſt lov'd you, Celia fair, 

Your love it never changed ; 

But now from my fight you fly, 

And will not give me a reaſon why, 

But I may languiſh till I die, 

You'll not pity my complaining. 


— — — 


— — 
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VI. i 


Then, Celia, hearken to my moan, 
Pity my anguiſh, fee how I languiſh, 


Celia, hearken to my moan ; & 
See how I faint with anguiſh : il 
Be not filent, as of late, „ 


But let me know my doomed fate, \ 
Tell me whether you love or hate, | 


And I will ceaſe complaining. | * 


Song LXXII. The Longing Maid. 


HERE was a maid the other day, 
That fighed fore god wot ; 
And ſaid all wives might {port and play, 
But maidens they may not: 
Full fifteen have 1 liv'd, ſhe ſaid, 
Poor ſoul, fince I was born; 
And if I chance to die a maid, 
Apollo is forſworn. 


Oh, oh, for a husband, 


| Still this was her ſong; | 
I will have a husband, I will have a husband. 
| A husband old or young. 


— — 


—— 


An ancient ſuitor to her came. 
His beard was almoſt grey; 

Tho' he was old, and ſhe was young, 
She could no longer ſtay : 

Unto her mother went this maid, 
And told her by and by ; 

That ſhe a husband needs mutt have, , 
She had a reaſon Why: E 

Then Oh, oh, &c. 


She 4 
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She had not heen a wedded wife 
One quarter of a year; 
But he wa. weary of this life, 
And grew into a jeer : 
The old man {ſnoring by her fide, 
She'd nought but gh and groan ; 
Did ever woman thi: ahicle, 
"I 1s better lye alone. 


Oh, oh, oh, what a husband, what a life ſead I, 
Out, ot of ſuch a husband, ſuch a husband, 
Fie, he, fic, he, ne, fie. 


To live a wedded liſe. fe fard, 
A twelve month, is too long; 
As I have done, poor ioul, the cry'd. 
That am bet air and vouny : 
When other wives can have their will, 
They are not like to me; 
| mean to go and try my kill, 
And ſeck a reme.ly : 


Oh, oh, oh, what a husband, what a life leal , 
Gut, out of ſuch a husband, ſuch a husband, 
Pie, lie, ne, ne, he, ne. 
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Song IL. XXIII. 
Cue for the Green-Sicknejs Maid, 


S fair Olinda fitting was 
3encath a ſhady tree; 
Aluch love I did profeis to her, 
And the the like to me: 
But when I kil'd her lovely lips, 
And preſt her to be kind: 
She cry'd, oh no, but ] remember, 
Womens words are Wii. 


| hugg'd her tw] her breath grew ſhort, 
nen farther did intrude ; 

She ſcratch'd and itrugyl 4 modeſtly, 
And told me I wir rude: 

[ begg'q lier pardon twentꝭ times, 
And ſome concern did teste; 

But like a bold pretumptuous unner, 
Did wie like again. 


At laſt I did by dalliance raiſe 
The pretty nymph's dehre; 

Our inchination equal wers, 
And mutual was our hte: 

Theu in the heighth ot joy ſhe cry'd, 
On! I'm undone, I tear; 

h! Kkiil me, ilick me, ick me, 
Nil my, Kill me quite, my dear. 
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Song LXXIV. On New Bethlehem. 


ITIS is a ſtructure fair, 
Royally raiſed, 
T he pious tounders are 
Much to be praiſed ; 
'That in ſuch times of need, 
When madneſs doth exceed, 
To build this houſe of bread, 
Noble New Bedlam. 


Tis beautiful and large 
In conſtitution, 
Deſerves a liberal charge 
Of contribution, 
If I may reach ſo high, 
To fing a prophecy, 
Their names ſhall never die 
That built New Bedlam, 


Nethinks the lawyers may 
Conlult together, 
And contribute, for they 
Send moit men thither :; 
They pu: 'em to much pain, 
M''ich words that cramp the brain, 
THI Bellam's fll'd with plain- 
tiff and defendant. 


ir Ting pliyſicians fſhou'd 
Grve money freely, 
They maculate mens bland, 
And make them filly ; 
With hydragargvrum-pill:, 
Their reaſon and their will; 
They ruine, and this fil; 
Molt part c: Bedlam. 
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So good a work as this 
Cannot want actors, 
But I'll no more inſiſt 
On benefactors, 
But hint ſuch as I ſee 
Hypocondriack be, 
And are in ſome degree 
Fit tor New Bedlam. 


That amorous ſoul that is 
In love a Quaker, 
And doth adore a mil; 
More than his Maker, 
Decks her in filk and furr, 
Then turns idolater, 
Kneels down and worſhips her, 
He's fit for Bedlam. 


'The young man that has got 
A golden talent; 
And hath a brain-fick plot 
To ſeem a gallant ; 

Thar richly is array'd, 

Spends land, and ſhop, and trade; 

Jo be a Hector made; 

I; fit for Bed lain. 


The city-lad that ſings, 
Rhimes, drolls and dances, 
And all his buſineſs flings 
Away for fancies ; 
He that lets his angels fly. 
Till he's not worth one penn. 
Jo fludy poetry, 
I: Hr tor Bedlam. 
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Whilſt ſome with brandy burn 
Their guts with drinking, 
Philoſophers do turn 
Their heads with thinking; 
He who is ſuch a one, 
As ſtudies for the ſtone, 


Till's brain and his money's gone, 


Prepares tor Bedlam. 


That churl who gold hath won, 
And dares not uſe it, 
But hath a iquand'riny fon 
Doth game and lute it: 
His brain doth greatly err 
He that with water clear 
Would fill a colander, 
Rlu &c't in Bediam. 


He that with an eſtate 
Wed a pobr beauty, 
Who to diſdain and hate 
Turns love and duty; 
It doth his reaſon daunc 
He has a bargain on't, 
Whole then the elephant. 
And's tit for Uediam. 


could tell many more, 
(J have enroi!'a en) 

Should 1 declare iny fore, 
As I have told em; 


With mortar, brick and one, 


Could tie: invir building rut. 
From thee to IIlington, 
Pyculd never hold ein. 
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Song LXXV. 


LI. the town ſo lewd 15 groen. 

Hereafter you mull e::culc me, 

TE) hen vou dilco! er youriet @ lever, 
think it is alla ive. 

ahs and fighs, and melting eyes, 

i] tacriſice to ſubdue me ; | | 

es dee poor women are oft undenc, | 

'I us happt uy warn'd am I. 


Excuſe me for ſi ing. and for my denying ; 

For, fa:th, Sir, I mut refuſe vou: 

cue me to ko wing the cl of ver Wang | 
And from Your raguett excuſe me; , 

Race: me wen you vow'd anl wore, 

thought you defign'd to deceive nie no more ? 


But if he makes love till his ev es run Ger, f 
He ſhall never tle tcower deceive me. ; 
Youth and wit did once invade 
My heart, ere ſcarce I was twenty; 5 
| And I. hilly creature, tho" more good nature, | 
Reliev'd him whate'er he {wore. x 


Young, unpractis'd in the trade, 

Of favours I was not ſcanty : 

But he whom my innocent heart betray'd, 
Shall never deceive me more. 


For now tho' he flatter, and ogle, and chatter, a 
And ſtill in tke dance does chute me. | 
Nay, argue the cate too, and look like an aft too, . 


He after all this thall loſe me; 

For now ] will female cunning utc, 

And all our whole ſiock of revenge produce 
Once root to honcus, has broke the tu e. 
mg! Mr kid mud excuſe me 1 
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Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
his many and many a vear : 

And thoſe are three plagues enough, I ſhould think, 
For one poor mortal to bear. 

Nen ove male me Fall into drink, 
An drin mud me run into debt: 

Ind tho! L have #rugg'ed, and fſtruggled, and trove, 
cannot get out of them yet. 


There's nothing but money can cute me, 
And rid me of all my fai; 
"T'will pay all my debts, 
And remove all my letts ; 
And my mittreis, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again: 
Then, then I'll fall to my loving and drinking again 


Song LXXVII. Ob ! what Pans: ave %. 


N N thou wert my ain thing, 
I would love thee, I would love thee : 

Ann thou wert my ain thing, 

So dearly I would love thee . 
would claſp thec in my arins, 
d :ecure thee from all harms ; 
Abore all mortals thou hatt charm. 

So drarly ] do love thee. 
F race divine thou needs mult be, 
Ninco nothing eartaly equals tho ; 
Mor kcaven's fake, oh! tiavour me 

Who only lives to love thee. 
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The gods one thing peculiar have, 

To ruin none whom they can fave : 

On! tor their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 
Wi only lives to love tare, 


To merit I no claim can make, 

But that I love; and tor thy lake, 

What man can name, I'll undertake; 
So dearly I do love thee. 

Aly paſhon, conſtant as the ſun, 

Flames ſtronger till, wil ar have done, 

Jill fates my thread of liſe nave ſpun, 
Which breathing out, III love tance. 


Like bees that ſuck the morning-dew, 
Frac flowers of ſwecteſt (cent and hue, 
Sac wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the gods envy me. 
Sac lang's I had the uſe of light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaſt my tigat : 
S;ne in faft whiſpers thro' the night, 
I'd tell how much 1 lov'd thee. 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean ? 

She moves a goddets o'er the green . 

Vere I a King, thou ſhou'd'it be Queer, 
Nane but my ſell aboon tuce : 

I'd gra. p thee to this breaſt of mine, 

half thou, like ivy, or the vine, 

Around my fronger limbs tkould wine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thec. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay; 

Oh! let nac tcorn unco thee ; 
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Eile : love Joo: at his altar iland, 

2! there? my heart, give inet} ny hand, 
1d with ill mile thou halt command, 
The will of him wha loves thee. 


W 
I! 
A 


Song IXXVIII. Of a! e Girls li at are 7. 


SY Dwnon late with Chloc lat. 
They talk'd of am*rous bliſſes, 
SM ching % ſaid, which 25 repai-l, 
In p!: aß. g ſmiles and Kin. 
teh taufe tongue, of wa ne ſung; 
She th; 232% im jor Kis ditty: 
at ed, che day ſhe heard him ſay, 
The late was mighty pretty. 


Voung Damon, who her meaning new, 
ok out his pipe to Cnaurnt bis; 

And while he ſtrove, with wanon love, 
And iprightly airs, to warm her: 

She beg d the ſwain, to play on itra:n, 
In ail the {oitelt meaſure, 

M hole killing found would {weetly wound, 
And make her die with pleaſure. 


Lager v 0 do: d, ke takes th 1995 
And ce accent trace; | | 
. 0 e triculing thro' his 4 anger flew, 
a whiſper'd melting graces: : | 
e play'd his part with Wondrous ar, | 
dae je 4 aiſes after; 
Put the, 1 Vic: il of alljog dead, | 
Bu: ©. Gut into a laughter. | 


21 


MWLRE ant Balla.!;. 


Fling the hint, as Chloe meant, þ 
Said lle, my dear, be ealy ; 

I hare a ute, which, tho” 'tis mute, 
May playa tune to pleaſe ye. 

nen dow n he laid the charming maid, 
He frund her kind and willing; 

IV play'd ain, and tho' ca rain 
V\ as filet, vet "was killing. 


Fair Chlce ſoon approvd the tons, 
And vow'd he play'd divine, 

Let's have it o'r, aii he, £: 1101 , 
It goes exceeding ſnolh 

The ſlate i good trat's mute oi woul, 
And is, 1 own, the ncateſt; 

Yet ne'erthe lei, I muſt conte, 
The ſlent flute's tlie tweet, 


8 1 „ 4 
Song LX I. . 


ö 


TAY, ſhepherd, ſtay; 1 prithee Nay; 
Did not you ſee her go this Way; 


V arc can ſhe be, can you not guess? 
Alas ' * ve loit my ſhept.erdels ! . 


| fear ſome ſatyt has betray'd 5 
I, wand'ring nympli gut of the ſhade: a 
Oui! woeis me, I am undone ! 
| Fo: in the ſhade fie was my jan. 
y 
The pink, the violet, and the rote, 
| Strive to ſalute her as the gs; 
| Nay, be content to kifs ire ſhoe, | 
| Ine pri. nroſe, and the Gaily too. | 
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Oh! woe is me ! what mult I do? 
Or who muſt I complain unto ? 
Methinks the valleys cry, forbear, 
And ſighing ſay, ſhe is not here. 


Oh! what ſhall I, unhappy, do? 

Or who muſt I complain unto ? 
Where may ſhe be, can you not gueſ: 
Where may I find my ſhepherdels ? 


Song LXXX. 


LOCKS are ſporting, doves are courting, 
Warbling linnets ſweetly ſing; 
oy and pleaſure, without mealure, 
Kindly hail the glorious ſpring. 


Flocks are bleating, rocks repeating, 
Valleys eccho back the found ; 

Dancing, ſinging, piping, ſpringing, 
Nought but mirth and joy go round. 


Song LXXXI. 


THAT woman could do, I have try'd to be free ; 
Vet do all I can, 

T trd I love him, and tho' he flies me: 

Still, ſtill he's the man. 
Ine, tell me, at once he to twenty will {wear : 
Wien vous are {o {weet, who the falſhood can car: 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still, fill he's the man | 


I caugk. 


) 


Songs and Ballads. 10 


[ caught him once making love to a mail, 
When to him | ran: 
He turn'd, and he kits'd me, then who could upbraid 
So Civil a man ? 
The next dav I found, to a third he was kind, 
rated him ſoundly, he (wore 1 was blind; 
So, let me do what I can, 
Still, ſtill he's the man. 


All the world bids me beware of his art; 
[ do what I can: 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
I doubt he's the man 
So {ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind; 
Tho' he may have his /aults, I to them am blind, 


Nor can do more than I can; 
Still, ſtill he's the man. 


Song LXXXII. 


HILE the town agrees that Polly 
Beſt diverts our melancholy, 
Let us tuaſt the ſprightly, ſprightly laſs ; 
Heedleſs of the time and treaiure, 
Spent on her who gives ſuch pleaſure ;: 
Drink, and put about the glaſs, 
Drink, &c. 


Polly's charms are fo extenſive, 
That the chearful, grave, and penſive, 
Equally their power, equally their power ce. 
In a bed, or o'er a bottle, 
Full of wit, and am'rous prattle, 
Pretty Polly's always gay. 
Pretty Polly's, Ac. 


104 


A Complete Collection of 


Song LA XAT. Lucy Minu. 


S Chloris, full of harmicis thought, 
Penvat' a mvrtle lay, 
Kind love a ronmiful ſhepherd brouglit, 
To pxis the time away. 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd fo, 
And chil the am'rous Wain; 

But as the ftruve to rife, and go, 
IIe ad her down again. 


A wagon paſſion ſeiz il her heart, 
In ite of her diſdain; 

She found a puſie in ev'ry part, 
And love in cv'rz ven. 


Ah! gods fail ſhe, what charm arc theic, 
Plat conquer, and furprize ? 

Oh! let me, --- for, unlets you =pleaſe, 
I have no power to rite. 


She tainting ipoke, and trembling Jay, 
Fo: fear he ſhould comply; 

Her looks and eyes her heart betray, 
And gave her tongue the lye. 


nus ſhe, who priaces had deny'd, 
Vith all their pomp and train, 
Vas in the lucky minute try'd, 
And yielded to à ſwain. 


a 
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Songs and Ballads. 


Song LXXXIV. The Ladies Caſe. 4 


[. 


OV hard is the fortune of all womankind, C 

tor ever ſubjected. for ever confin'd; 6 | 

'L tic pareut Cuntrouls Us until we are wives, " 
The huſbaud erllaves us the reit of our lives, „ 


II. | 4 
It fondly we love, yet we dare nat reveal, Tho 
But tecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceal ; | 


Deny" ev'ry freedom of lite to enjoy, | 
We're ſham'd it we're kind, we're blam'd it we're ce „ 


f 
Song LXXXV. True Love. gl 
J. 7 | 


Harming Chloe, look with pity 1 

On your faithful love- ſick ſwain. 

Hear, oh ! hear his doleful ditty, 94. 
And relieve his mighty = ; | 


Find you muſick in his ſighing, 15 | 

Can you ſee him in diſtreſs, | 4 | 
Wiſhing, trembling, panting, dying. 1 

Yet afford no kind redreſs. „ 

7 149 

1 

II. | | 

| 4 

Strephon woo'd by lawleſs paſſion. 'n 

For no favours rudely ſues ; f 


All his flame is out of faſhion. | 2 
Antient honour for him wog 
() 
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Love for love's the ſwain's ambition, 
But if that is deem'd too great, 
Pity, pity his condition, 
Say, at leaſt, you do not hate. 


III. 


Shou'd you, fonder of a rover, 
Practic'd in the art of guile, 
Slight ſo true and kind a lover, 
Chloe, Might not Strephon imile * 
Les: well-pleas'd at thy undoing, 
Vulgar lovers might upbra:, 
Strephon, conſcious of thy ruin, 


Soon wou'd be a ſilent ſhade. 


Song LXXXVI. 
I. 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
left my love behind me; 
Ye powers, what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me; 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd, 
The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


II. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaitly ſporting ; 

e Kil-'d and promis'd time away, 
a ul 1:26: read her black curtain: 


1 piry'd 


Songs and Ballads. 
I pity'd all beneath the ſcies, 


Even Kings, when the was nigh me; 
In raptures 1 beheld her eyes, 
W hich could but ill deny me. 


III. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel might wound me; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers might furround me: 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
Jo teaſt on glowing kiſie ; | 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliiles. 


IV. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter ; | 
Since ſhe excells in ev'r grace, 
In her my love ſhall center: 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover; 
On Greenland-ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


V. 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I lett her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſnall chain 
y heart to her fair boſom ; 

Taere, while my being does remain, 
ly love more freſh ſnall bloſſom, 
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Sorg LXXXVII. 
J. 


ND this is no mine ain houſe, 
A ken by the bigging ot, 
Since with my love I chang'd vows, 

I dinna like the bigging ot; 

For now that I'm young Robic's bride, 
And miltrets of his ſire-nde, 

Mine ain houſe III like to guid, 

And pleaſe me with tlie trigging ot. 


II. 


hen farewel to my father's houſe, 
gang where love invites me; 
Ine ifriQett duty this allows, 
When love with honour meets me; 
When Hymen moulds us into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him were a ſin, 

dae lang's hy Kindly treats me 


III. 


When I'm in mine ain houſe, 

True love ſhall be at hand, ay, 

10 make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command] ay; 
Avoiding ilha cauſe of trite, 

The common peit of marry'd life, 
That makes me weary'd ot his wiſe, 
Ard breaks the kind!y band ay. 


Son 


0 


My cyes 
Oh! 
My paſſi 
Ard y 
Then dv 
Ot wi 

0 


Since yo! 
Why | 
Our wiſh 
Till y 
Then qu 
Did y 


I nced r 


What 


E. 


tor me, 
For 1 
At leaſt 
Nor in 
If you've 
Your f 
You thou 
And n- 
Tis ours 


And 
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Song LXANVIITIE The mdf? Conccal ment. 0 


EAR Collin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 1? 


Since non can | teak without pain: 
My eyes have oft told you ity Wifhic, 
Oh! can't you their meaning explain? 4 
My paſſion would lote by exprethon, 14 
Ard you tov might cruelly blame 
Then don't vou expe a confethon, 
Of what 15 too tender to name, 
Ot what is too tender to name. 


Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me ? 
Our wiſhes ſhouid he in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhowd e: 
Then quickly. why don't you dico. 
Did your heart feel fuck torturcs as mine? 
] nced not tell over and over, 
What I in my boom coat. ne. 


The ANS WER. 


EAR Madam, win ladies are willing, 
A man needs mnii lock like a foot ; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling 
For one that can love out of le: 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our Vers, 
| Nor tnatch, like old maids in de pair; 
If you've liv'd to theſe ) vithout proffers, 
Your fighs are now loſt in tue air. 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your meaning, 
And not ipeak the matter too plain; 
Tis ours to he forward and puſhing, 

And 3 ours to affect a diſdain: 
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That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond oglings I fee; 
The fruit that will fall without ſhaking, 
Indeed is too mellow for me. 


Song LXXXIX. 


Thou wer't born o'er men to reign ; 
ot to follow flocks deſigu'd, 
Scorn thy crook, and leave the plain. 


L T ambition fire thy mind, 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Toys in circles, joys ſhall meet, 
Which way e'er thy fancy's led. 


Let not toils of empire fright, 
Toils of empire pleaſures are; 

Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
All the joy, but not the care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the prize, 
For the bleſſings I beftow : 
Joyful Pl aicend the ſkres, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


Song 


Thou! 
Tot 
My rea 
For | 


Still mu 
Not {ce 


The tho 


aindneſ; 
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Song XC. 


HII. E blooming youth, and gay delight, 
Sit on thy roſy checks confeſt, 

Thou halt, my dear, undoubted right, 
To triumph o'er this deſtin'd breatt, 

My reaſon bends to what thy eves ordain, 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 

Aly reaſon bends, &c. 


But would you meanly thus rely 
On power, you know I muſt obey ? 
Exert a legal tyranny; | 
And do an iil, becauſe vou may ? 
Still muſt I thee, as acheiſts heav'n adore, 
Not fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy pow'r. 
Still muſt 1, &c. 


Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace; 
As well as Cupid, Time is blind: 
Soon muſt thoſe glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find: 
The thouſand loves, that arm thy potent eye, 
Muit drop their quivers, flag their wings, and dic. 
The thoutand, &c. 


Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each frown, 

A hateful wrinkle more appears; 

And putting peevith humour; on, 
Seems but the tad effect of years. 
dindneſs it{elt too weak a charm will prove, 
6974i'e the feeble fires of aged love, 

dns! . 
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Forc'd compliments, and formal bows, 
Will ſhew thee juſt above neglect: 
The heat, with which thy lover glow”, 

Will ſettle into cold relpect ; 


A talking dull Platonicic I ſhall turn; 


Learn to be civil when I ceale to burn 
A tallcing, &c. 


Then hun the ill, and know, my dear, 
Kindnets and conitancy will prove 
The only pillars ht to bear 
So vail a weight, as that of love. 
If thou can't wiſh to make my flames endurc. 
'Thine mutt be very tierce, aud very pure. 


It thou cau'ſt, c. 


Haſte, Celia, hate, while youth invites, 
| Obey kind Cupid's preſent (ds 
Fill ev'ry ſenſe with loſt delights, 
And give thy foul a looſe to joys. 
Let miilions of repeated bliſſes prove, 
'That thou all kindneſs art, and I all love. 
Let millions, &ec. | 


Be mine, and only mine, take care 
Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreazns to guide; 
To me alone; nor come fo far, 
As liking any youth beſide : 
What men e'er court thee, fly 'em, and believe 
"They're ſerpents all, and thou the tempted Eve. 
What men, &c. 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth, 
I'll iove it o'er again in age: 
So time itteii our raptures Mall in; prewe. 
While fil we ue to joy, and live to love 
S0 3 . 
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Song XCI. is your ſuithſul Slave, &c. 


le. Hen once the marriage knot is ty d, 
The beit way's to live ſatisfy' d, 
All jangling is in vain: 
For when we have done all we can, 
e are but juſt where we began, 


And {till mult drag cur chain. 


dhe. But when you're ſotting night and day, 
And laviſh health and wealth away, 
Who can her tongue refrain ? 
lle. That makes the matter ſtill the worſe, 
For then I do but drub and curſe, 
And add more to your Pain. 
dne. True "tis, I ſuffer every way, 
Am flav'd, am beaten, night and day, 
You know it t, your ame. 
lle. No more, my jugav, let be friends. 
At night I'il make you full amends, 
Wich what I dare not name. 
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Song XCII. AV Celia near a Fountain lay 


IIen yielding firſt to Dainon'. flame, ; 
tun into his arme; 
Ile iwore he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my charms. 


Zut, fond of what ke long deſir'd, 
Loo ear of 145 prey, 
My ſhepkcr.'s flame, alas, cxpir'., 
Before che verge of day. 
a! 
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My innocence of lovers wars 
Reproach'c. li. quick defeat; 

Cont'd, afham'd, and batii'd in tears, 
I mourn'd his cold retreat. 


At length, ah, ſhepherdeſs, cry d he, 
Would you my fire renew, 

You muſt. alas, retreat like me, 
I'm loſt if you pur.. 


Song XCIII. When firſt I laid ſfege, &c. 


Hen firit 1 laid liege to my Chloris, 
Cannon oaths I b:oug ht down, 
| To batter the town, 
And I ſtorm'd her with amorous tories, 


Billet dons like imall-Miot did fo ply ber, 
Aud ſometime » long 
Went wWhiitling along, 

But ill I was never * nigheer. 


At length ſhe 1 werd by a trumpet, 
It 1 Iik'd th 14 lite, 
She wonl:! be my wife, 

But the would be no man's irumpee. 


I told her that Mars would not marry, 
And ſwore by my ine 
Cz0t in combatsand wars, 

That I'd ſooner dig donc in a quarry. 


At levpth he granted the favour, 
W :nowut ps. duil. cur:e, 
For Setter, for wor:c, 


And an e dull partoa tine labour. 


_. was aa EE I— . 


* 
* 
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Song XCIV. IIe sor men! ing“ -H L 


OV tormenting' the Auguiſh, 
Willen the fair pine and languah, 
An: to toon their indulgence dicover; 
It the nymph 1 comply ing, 
Ine twain ceales dying. 
Andi the warinth of his paſſion is ove: 


The beſt way to charm him, 
I; with fears to alarm him, 
To keep him in awe, and at diſtance ; 
By maling him jealous, 
She makes him more zealous, 
And tecures him her flave by reſiſtance. 


Song XCV. Vaſi me, foft and coclii Bree. 


Air. and ſoft, and gav, and young, 
All charm ! ſhie play'd. ſhe danc J, fic iung 
i here was no way to 'icape the dart, 
No cue could guard thelover's heart! 
h why! cry'd 1, and dropt a tear, 
(Adoring, yet deſpairing here, 
Jo have her to my felt alone) 
Was ſo much {weetneſs made for one! 


But growing bolder in her ear, 

in toft numbers told my care; 

She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat. 
Like heaven's tov mighty tg expreſs, 
My jov + could be bu. !nown by gueſs: 
Ah fool, aid I, hat have 1 done, 

1o with her made tor more tun on! 


P 2 ' 
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But long I had not been in view 
Before her eyes their beams withdrew, 
K er | had reckon'd halt ber charms, 
due tank into another's arms. 

Put he that once could faichleſs be, 
Wilt favour him no more than me; 
He too will ftnd himielt undone, 

Aid that fac was nut made for one. 


Song XCVI. Ledde Kindred aud Friends, &c. 


Fave kindred and friends, {we-t lady. 
Iave kindred and ir. nds for me, 
{{[1ir'it your fervant is Head, 
{'o jove, to hunour, an thee. 
Jh &4:ts of nature and fortune, 
Nav fly by ckan-e, as they came, 
Phey're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 
But vir ue is ever the ſame. 


Although my fancy were roving, 

Your charms ſo heaverly appear, 
Tha: other beaaties diiproving, 

1'2 worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And i niuUld Hz orOW:s ewabitter 
e pletur: we pron.ue our loves, 
tan them twaeiher is fitter 

lin mo miag aander, like doves. 
8 1 Were [ but once {0 vleſt d. 
To db ir iu a ums, 
i ther da ve ci 8 01 kiild 

And fe ont uo charms; 
Ed airy A. run ä 

Sud tube rin prove, 
Thau al. doat nu me to PICTES, 

de 2 martvr to love. 
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Song XCVII. Love and Folly. * 


Oe and Folly were at plav, h 
Both too wanton to be wite ; 

Jr Fl out, and in their froy | : 
Fol» put out Cupid's eye: "He 


trait the criminal was try'd, 
And had this puniſhment aſſign d, = 
Folly thould to love be ty'd, 4 ' 
And condemn d to lead the blind | 


Then wiſely let's venture, 
Yurieives to deccive, 

Since tate has decreed us 
10 love, and believe. 


For all we can gain 
By our wiſdom and eyes, 
ls to find our ſelves cheated, 
And wretched, when wile. 


dong XCVIII. Draw, Cupid, draw 


E AR, Chloe, hear, 
And do not turn away 
Freun my detire, but quench my fire, 
And my love's flame allay : 
And let my ſong go along, 
Unto compation move, 
And make you kind, 
And bend your mind, 
And melt you into love 
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If Chloe loves, and conſtant proves, 
Oh happy, happy, then am I; 
But if that ſhe unconttant be, 
And does delight to rove, 
As ſure as a gun, 
I am undone, 
And ſba'n't have power to move. 


Song XCIX. How cruel! is a Parent's Love, 


OW cruel is a parent's care, 
Who riches only prizes ? 
V 


ben hndling out ſome booby-heir, 
He thinks he wond'rons wiſe is? 
While the poor maid, to ſhun her fate, 
And not to prove a wretch in ſtate, 


To *icape the blockhead ſhe mult hate. 


She weds where ſhe deſpiſes. 


Ihe karmleſs dove thus trembling flies 
Tue ravinous hawk purſuing, 

A w.ile her tender pinions tries, 
"Till doom'd to certain ruin: 

Atraid her worſt of focs to meet, 

No ſhelter near, no kind retreat, 

She drops beneath the faulkner's tec:, 
For gentle; Ulage ſuing. 
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Song C. Four and twenty Fidlers. 


Our and twenty fidlers all in a row, 


Uauſe twas my lady's birthday, 

Therefore we kept holiday, 
And all went to be merry. 

Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 
And there was tantara rara, tan tantara rara, rari, 
rara, ra; and there was rub, &c. 


Four and twenty tabors and pipers all in a row, 
And there was whif and dub, 
And tan tarra, rara, &c. 


Four and twenty women all in a row, | 
And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle prattle, 
And whif and dub, &c. 


Four and twenty ſinging- maſters all in 2 row, 

And there was fa, la, la, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, 
And there was tittle, &c. 
Four and twenty fencing-maſters all in a row. 

And this, and that, and down to the legs clap, Sir, 
And cut 'em off, and fa, la, &c. 


Four and twenty lawyers all in a row, h 
And there was Omne quod exit in um damno fed, 
Plus damno decorum ; and there was this and that, &c 


Four and twenty Vintners all in a row, 
And there was rare claret and white, 
Inc'er drank worſe in my life, 

And exceilent good canary, 
Drawn off the ices of ſherry, 
It you do not like it, Omne quod, &c. 


Four and twenty parliamenc-men all in a row, 
And there was loyalty and reaſon, 
Without one word of treaſon, 

And there was rare claret, &c 


And there was fiddle, nddle, and twice fiddle fiddle, 
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Four and twenty dutchmen all in à row, 
And there was Alter mal.cer vantor di|:cn ſhapen Kg 
de hogue van ro:tyck vantonſiick de brille van boorityck. 
van foerityck, and ourtrag van hogan herien-van douck, 
Rare claret and white, &c. 


Ile.“ 
Song CI. Lord what's come 19 my Mother, - 
ORD! what's come to my mother! dhe. C 
That cly day more than otuer, | agg 
My true age ſhe wou!.; mother. | * 
nd ays I'm not in my teens: 
Tho' my ſampler I have tewn through, 
My bib and my apron outgrown to, He. Y 
My baby quiteaway thrown too; A 
I wonder what tis ſhe means ! 
When our john does ſqueeze my hand, | 
And calls me, Sugar-iweet, 
My breath almoſt fails me, U 


I know not what ails me, 

My heart does ſo heave and ſo beat. 
I've heard of deſires, She 
From girls that have been juſt of my years, 
Love compar'd to {weet-briars, 

'That hurts, and yet does pleaſe. 

Is love finer than money? 
Or can it be ſweeter than honey? 
I'm, poor girl, fuch a 'Foney, 

Efaith, chat I cannot guck. 

But I'm ſure I'il watch more ncar, 
There's ſomething that truth will ſow ; 

| For if love be a blefling, He 1 
4 To pleaſe beyond kifling, N 
jt Our Jane and the butler do 1:now L 
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Song CI. The Weſtern Las. 


lle. HAT beauty do] ſee, 
That heart and ſoul command, 
Swert madam, honour me, 

With leave to Kiſs your hand. 


She. Oh good, a man, I ſwear ! 
And begs my hand to kiſs, 
Methinks I'm pleas'd to hear 

He does not call me mils. 


He. Your eyes, ſweet lady, ſhine ſo bright, 
And I'm fo wounded at firſt fight, 
My heart does throb, 

I ſigh and ob, | 

And am like one juſt ſlain, 
Unleſs you pity ſhow, 

And life reſtore again. 


She. Nay, pray Sir, good Sir go, 
I know nat wha: vou mean; 
You may talk of a wound 
By my eyes you have found: 
But I cannot believe 
Any hurt they can give; 
For | look in your face, 
And it is a+ it was, 
Aud your budy is ſound and wholc. 


He. Loves wounds are all within, 
Whoſe pings the breaſt contruul, 
Like lightning paſs the ſkin, 
And biatt the very foul. 


Q 


121 


She: 


122 A Compicte Collection of 


She. Why ſure this love, this dreadful word, 
Is then ſome ſharp and pointed ſword : 
Or ist a ſnake, or is't a bird, 
T hat will pick out my eyes ? 


He. Go with me, you'll perceive 
In love a treaſure hes, 

She. I'll aſk my mother leave, 
And follow in a trice. 


He. No, no, not a word, 
J can better afford 
You the love, if you'll go 
Where your mother don't know 
For if ſhe ſhould be croſt, 
All the treaſure is loſt, 
And I conjure for love in vain ; 
The circle you embrace 
Is where it muſt be done. 
She. Oh lard, the devil you'l raiſe, 
But catch me if you can. 


Song CIII. 


* II E night her blackeſt fable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies; 
And glitt'ring ſtars there were no more, 
Than thoſe in Stella's eyes: 
When at her father's gate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 
And ſhrowded only with her ſmock, 
f | The fair one let me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 

; She trembling lay aſham's ; 

| Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing face, 
And every touch inflam'd: 
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My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the fort to win; 

And her fond heart was ſoon betray d, 
To yield and let me in. 


Then ! then! beyond expreſling, 

Immortal was the joy ; 
[knew no greater bleſſing, 

So great a god was I: | 

And ſhe 2 with deliglit, 
Oft pray'd me come again; 

And kindly vow d that very night, 
She'd riſe and let me in | 


But, oh! at laſt ſhe prov'd with bern, 
And ſighing fat and dull; 

And I that was as much <oncern'd, 
Look'd then juſt like a fool : 

Her lovely eyes with tears run o'er, 
Repenting her raih fin ; 

She figh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That e'er ſhe let me in. 


But wha could cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty par: ; 

Tlov'd her (6, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart : 

But wedded, and conceal'd the crime, 
Thus all was well again; 

And now ſhe thanks the bleſſed hour, 
Thate'er ſhe let me in 
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Song CIV. 


HE fun had loos'd his weary team, 
And turn'd his ſteeds a grazing ; 
Ten fathoms deep in Neptune's ſtream, 
His Thetis was embracing : 
The ſtars they tripp'd in the firmament, 
Like milkmaids on a may-day ; 
Or country laſſes a m imming ſent, 
Or ichool boys on a play-day. 


Apace came on the grey-ey'd morn, 
The herds in fields were lowing ; 

And 'mongſt the poultry in the barn, 
The ploughman's cock fat crowing : 

When Roger dreaming of golden joys, 
Was wak'd by a bawling rout, Sir; 

For Ciſly told him he needs mutt riſe, 
His Juggy was crying out, Sir. 


Not half fo quickly the cup: $0 round, 
At the tapping a good x 4 rkin, 

As Roger, hoſen and ſhoon had found, 
And button'd his leather jerkin: 

Gray mare was ſaddl'd with wond'rous ſpeed, 
With pillion on buttock right, Sir ; | 

And thus he to an old midwife rid, 

Too bring the poor kid to light, Sir. 


Up, up, dear mother, then Roger cries, 
Tune fruitof my labour's now come, 
In Juzgy's belly it ſprawling lies, 
And cannot ge: ont till you come: 
P!l help it crie- the old hug, ne'er doubt, 
Thy jug ſhall be well again, boy; 
5 F'l get tlie urchin as ſafeiy out, 
As ever it did get in, boy. 
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The mare now buſtles with all her feet; 
No whipping or ſpurs were wanting; 

At laſt into the houſe they get. 
And mey ſoon cry d the bantling: 

A female chit ſo ſmall was born, | 
They put it into a flagon; "ry 

And muſt be chriſten'd that very morn, | 1 5 
For fear it ſhould die a Pagan. 174 


= 
Now Roger ſtruts about the hall, br 3 
As great as the prince of Conde ; 4 
The midwife cries, her parts are ſmall, = 
But they will grow larger oneday : | 
What tho” her thighs and legs lie cloſe, 
And little as any ſpider ; 
They will when up to her teens ſhe grow 
By gracę of the Lord lie wider. 


And now the merry ſpic'd-bowls went round, 
The goſſips were void of ſhame too; 

In butter'd ale the prieſt half drown'd, 
Demands the infant's name too : 

Some call'd it Phill, ſome Florida, 

But Kate was allow'd the beit hint 

For ſhe would have it Cunicula, 
Cauſe there was a pretty jeſt in't. 


Thus Cunry of Wincheſter was known, 
And famous in Kent and Dover ; 

And highly rated in London town, 
And courted the kingdom over : 

The charms of Cunny b fea and land, 
Subdues each human creature; 

And will our ſtubborn hearts command, 
Whilſt there is a man in nature 
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Song CV. Gillian Croydon. 


Ame loudly thro' Europe paſſes, 
And ſounds of many a wound and praiſe, 
I 


ice more then Croydon laſſes 
Were met to ſettle the foreign news, 
The ſame that the health began, 
In maſter Willy's late reign, 
Brown Nelly, black Joan, and Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian, young Gillian, plumb Gillian, bold Gillian of 
Croydon, fill a new glaſs cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Here's to our new miſtreſs Nan. 


What ails this mad Bavary, 
Cries Nell, old Nick's in that beaten duke, 
For playing a ſtrange vagary, 
For which he lately had found rebuke; 
And they'll ferret him in the ban, 
Let the biſhop relieve if he can, 
A brace of falſe loons, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, jolly Gillian of 
Croydon, let 'em be damn'd, cry'd Gillian of Croydan, 
Fill round to our miſtreſs Nan, 


Nell dreſs'd as ſprunt as a daizy, 
Cry'd, what a plague ails our king of Spain, 
That getting ground he's ſo lazy, 
And what's — of brave prince Eugene? 
Wha the mat ſhal you know did trapan, 
Andi ſnapt like atrog by a ſwan; 
"Twit ne'er be forgot, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 


Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, pert Gillian, merry Glilian of 


C:0ydon, take off your glaſs, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
M bumper to miſtreſs Nan. 
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Dutch hums our health may wiſh too, 
We ſav'd their —— with pain and toil, 
For had we not cook'd their fiſh to, 
Their butter all had been turn'd to oil; 
I'll pawn all the things in my room, 
To welcome the general home, 
Ana I my belt ſmocks, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, frolick Gillian 
Of Croydon, but the mean time, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Put round to our miſtreis Nan. 


Proud Lewis, for all his incomes, 
Says Nell, now finds that his hands are full, 
The old queen too has got the crincums, 
And her advices now prove her dull; 
Then hey for the ſquabble in Spain, 
When both the boys meet on the plain, 
Fight dog, and fight bear, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, ſtout Gillian, ſhrew'd Gillian 
Of Croydon, brim it then round, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Long life to our miſtreſs Nan. 


Thus ſettling of foreign matters, 
They top'd 'till civil wars broke at home, 
Joan liſping her liquor ſcatters, 
And Nelly hiccoupping calls her mome, 
Then told her of Robin and John, 
Till ftrait the quoif tearing began; | 
Yare two drunken jades, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, ſly Gillian, bowzy Gillian of 
Croydon, but to make friends, cry'd Gillian of Croydon. 
Once more to our miſtreſs Nan, | 
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Song CVI. 
T OY to the bridegroom ! fill the ſky 


With pleaſing 10unds of welcome joy: 


Joy to the bride, may laſting bliſs, 
And every day ſtill prove like this. 
Joy to the, &c. 


Never was marriage joys divine, 


But where two conſtant hearts combine; 


He 7 falſe himſelf doth cheat, 
Like ſick men taſtes, but cannot cat. 
He that, &c. 


What is a maidenhead? ah what? 

Of which weak fools ſo often prate ? 

"Tis the young virgin's pride and boaſt, 

Yet never was found but when 'was loſt. 
Tis the, &c. 


Fill me a glaſs then to the brink, 


And its confuſion here I'll drink; 


And he that baulks the health I nam'd, 
May he die young, and then be d- 
And he that, &c. 


Song 
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Song CVII. The Soluary Lover. 


'To ſooch my tender grief; 
ur folemn mu{;ck lulls my pains, 
And gives me ſhort relief. 


II. 


In ſome lone corner would I fit, 
Retir'd from human kind; 

Since mirth, nor thow, nor ſparkling wit, 
Can pleuſe my anxicus mind. 


B . OW on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains. 
0 


III. 


The ſun which makes all nature gay, 
Torments niy weary eyes; 

And in dark ſhades I ſpend the day. 
Where eccho ſkeping lics. 


IV. 
The ſparkling ſtars which gay ly ſhine, 
And glitt'ring deck the night; 
Are all tuch cruel foes of mine, 
I icken at their Gght. 
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Song CVIII. 


Toe Complaint. 


Vie ha«nndene me in choice of my Fair, 
I {nuw not Winch rules me, my love or diſpair; 
"Lat hn lilind fupnettiions crowd into my mind, 
And tel! me my 1tair oac will never be kind. 


UI. 


TT. {he but !-© beauty her pride might abate, 

One Fills mo vita raptures, the other with hate, 

W hen trowning ſhe puſhes me gently away, . 
Ier chirms have ſuch power they bid me to ſlay. 


III. 


I ſue for her love ina ſoft tender ſtrain, 

She hears me with ſmiles, but replics with diſdain, 
Had Phœbus purſu'd her, the god would have found, 
His Daphne more gentle to have cur'd his wound. 


IV. 
The groves and the meadows have heard me complain, 
And Eccho returned my fad hgis again, 
The birds have left ſinging and liten'd to hear, 
The ſiglis I have utter'd for thc cruel fair. 


V. 
When by the brooks ſide I have ſat my ſelf down, 
Tacy've calcd their murmur: co lear my ſad moan, 
i filence they've glided along, left their haſle 
Sncu d add to my ſorrows, an trouble my breaſt. 


VI. 
Tho' thus with my torments I can't her breaſt move, 


Vet bless her ve poyers and each her to love, 
No {air one ſhall er move ray heart to dente, 
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Song . Te LT er's Pic; 


Lame m- not Celia if I ſhun charms 
Form'd too bright tor mort view ; 
dia ce gazing on thee | m vines 
Such 1 is the power ten tron » ul, 


il, 


If obſects can the eve invite 
And i in the ſoul ideas c n rav = 
Wio can behold thee with ue 1117, 
And not conteis himicii ty five. 
III. 
Love's ſubt!c darts thro' tlie eves foal, 
On ſome we can with ticed:;in gaze: 


Tell melting tales what lovers cel, 
Yet nat one loft detire ai. 


„V. 


But vou have double chains to bind 

And by that pow'r rev' rene d 
4 henut'ous form with victue join'd, 

Tllen who dare look witi.cut au awe. 

7 

Tue wretch that darſt preſu ne t. trv, 

Phe frength o. Phoebus eam. WIL AU., 
Ho cannot g Su at majrily, | 

Wichou: the leur of being blind. 


VI. 
Thu: conſciou of my humble , 
At diila ace 1 „Oer Charm. Tcl. ie 
Leit by too near appioachi you blaine 
A pauion you did u int 
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Song CX. 


Fauty and love at variance grown, 
Had once a high debate ; 


Says love in heav'n to rule I'm known, 


On Venus thou to wait; 

'Thou muit of all command deſpair, 
But what's deriv'd from me, 

Nor art thou longer ſweet or fair, 
Than 1 acknowledge thee. 


II. 
Aliltaken urchin, beauty cri: ! 
I know that thou art blind, 
Bat men have penetrating e; es, 
Aly qualities to find: 
All all thy wond'rous charms they know. 
I onlv can diſpenſe, 
Ihy boatted quiver and thy bow, 
Are my benevolence. 


III. 


Away incenc'd then Cupid flew, 
And thus to Vulcan pray'd, 

My darts with ficklenets endue, 
To puniſh this proud maid ; 

So beauty from that time has been, 
Care:s'd but for an hour, 

Lo doat a day is now a tin, 
To love's diviner pow'r. 


dong 


Song CXI. 


Songs and Ballads. 


Fs frinking out of a Glaſs of Ale. 


I. 


USY curious thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I, 
rrecly welcome to my cup, 
Cou'd'ſt thou ſip and ſip it up, 
Make the mot of life you may, 
Lite is ſhort, and wears awav. 
Life is ſhort, &c. 


II. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſten quick to their decline, 
Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 
Tho' augmented to chreeicore ; 
Threſcore ſummers when they're gone, 
Will appear as fhort 2 one, 

Will appear, Cc. 
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Made Extempore, occaſioned by a 
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Song CXII. 


N a bank beſide a willow, 
Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Aminra figh'd alone: 
From the chearlets dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan : 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vaniſh" d, 
Damon, my belov 4 is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such 2 youth, and ſuch a lover 
Oh ſo true, fo kind was he 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Chatmirg in his ev'ry teat ure; 
Damon liv'd aldi: for une: 
Melting kiſe, 
Marm'ring b:iiTes, 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 


Never ſhall we curie the morning 5 

Never ble: the aht rey! ning, 
Swecet embraces to rellore; 

Never ſhall we both lie dying, 

Nature failing, love ſupp! „ing 
A!] the joys he drain's before 

Jo befriend me, 

e come en. me, 

we and Damon arc no mote. 


— —„ 


vince le 
Or reper 
Yet fo cl 
That at 


—_— 


[ rake it 
By my j 
But oh ! 
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Song CXIII. If Love's a feeeet Paſſion. 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 

It a poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my content ? 
vince | drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain? * 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when 1 know "tis in vain? | 
| Yet fo charming the glaſs is, fo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns, and enlivens my heart. 


take it off briſkly, and when it is down, +4 
By my jolly completion I make my joy Known : | 
But oh! how I'm bleſt ! when fo ſtrong it does prove, 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that of love 

When in quenching the old, I create u new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleatures that {till want a name. 


== = 


Seng CXIV. 


S after noon one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a ſhooting went that way, 
New ſtrung his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 


With {kill ſhe choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew, 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 
The too well guided arrow flew. 


J faint, I die! the goldets cry'd, 
O cruel ! could'ſt thou tind none otker 
To wreek thy ſpleen on? parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou halt ilain thy mother. 
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Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak, 
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas how eaſy my miltake ? 
J took you for your likenels, Chloe. 


Song CXV. The Sn was nk. 


LAS! when chiming Sylvia's gone 
I igh, av think myſelt undone, 
But when tile lovely nymph is here, 
I'm pleas'd, yet gricve: and je, vet fear. 
Thoughileis of all but 17, ] rove, 
Ah! tell me, is not chis call'd love? 


— * - 


— — 
1 


_ — 


Ah me! what power can move me ſo 
I die with gricf when ſhe matt go; 
But I revive at her return; 

I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports fo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to friendſhip duc? 


e OT” "EE 5 HE 


— — * 
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Ah no! tis love, 'tis now too plain, 

J feel, I feel the pleaſing pain; 

For who e'er ſaw bright Sylvia's cc, 

But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleit. 

O let her be by me poſſeſt. 
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Song CXVI. 


E. that will not merry, merry be, 
HI. With a generous bowl and a coaſts 
e in Bridewell be ſhut up, 1 4 

And faſt bound to a poſt, 
Let him be merry, merry there, 1 
And we'll be merry, merry here: | 
For who can know where we ſhall go, $1.4 
'To be merry another year? | ; 


He that wi!l not merry, merry be, 
And take nis glaſs in courſe, a 

May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, / 
Ne'er a penny in his purſe : | 

Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, | | | 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife. 31 
To confound him with her noiſe: 1 


Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 9 

With his miſtreſs in his bed; | 
Let him be buried iu the church-yard. 

And me be put in nis ſtead: . 
Let him be merry. merry tliere, 4 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 

For who can know where we ſuall £0. 
Tobe merry aucther year ? 
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Song CX VII. 


HILST I grze on Chloe. trembling, 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 

When ſhe ſmiles, 1 tear diflembling ; 

When ſhe frowns I then deſpair. 
Jealcus of tone rival lover, | 

If a waud'ring look ſhe give; 
Fain ] would reic.ive to leave her, 

But can 1ooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I concea! my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure ? | 
I wi!! duc my :rclination, 
Aw: ita; ! 5 no cure. 
Sure it is not in her nature, 
To be cruel to her ſlave ; 
She is too divine a creature, 


To deſtroy what ſhe can iave. 


Happy's he whoſe inclination 


Warms but with a gentle heat, That } 
Never mounts to raging paſſion; Drink 
Love's a t-»rment, if too great: Cakno 
When thc ſtorm 15 once blown over, Let! 
Soon the ocean quiet grows, Live 
But a conſta , faithful lover, | id dr 
deldom meet. with true repoſe, Why, 
And 

and af 


Song 
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Song CXVIII. 


E E, my Seraphina comes ! 

AJorn'd with ev'ry grace; 
Look, gods, from your celeſtial dome, | 
| And view her charming face. 


Then ſearch, and ſce, if you can find. 
In all vour iacred groves, 
A nymph or goildets, fo divine, 
As ihe whom Strephon loves. 
; ( 


CXIX. 


f 
E I. L drink, and we'll never have done, bots, | \ 
Put the glaſs then around with the fun, Loy>; 
Let Apollo's example invite us, 
For he's drunk ev'ry night, 
That makes him fo briglit, 
That he's able next morning to light us. | 
Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, | 
| Vaknown to the Turk, aud the Perhan ; 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 70 
dream o'er their tea- pots and coffee; 5 
While the brave Briton ſing, | 
And drink healths to the King, | 4.) 
anch a hg lor their Sultan and Sophy. | 
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Song CXX. 


II! the charming month of May ' 
Whra the breezes, 
- Fan the trees, is 
Full of bioſſoms freſh and gay; 
Oh ' the charming month of May! 
Charming, charming month of May! 


Oh ! what joys our proſpects yield! 
When in new hvery, 
We lce every 

Buih and meadow, tree and field : 

Oh! what joy, &c. charming joys, &c. 


Oh! how freſh the morning air 
When the zephyrs, 
And the heifers, 
Their odortf 'rous breath compare 
Oh! how tieſh, &c. charming freſh, &c. 


Oh! how iweet at night to dicam, 
On moſſy pillows, 
By the trillows 
Of a gentle, purling ſtream 
Oh! how ſweet, &c. charming ſweet, &c. 


Oh! how kind the country laſs ! 
Who, her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking, 
Fer a green gown on the gral; ! 
On! how kind, &c. charming kind, &c. 
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Oh! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 

At the concluſion, 

Her deep confunion, 
Bluſhing cheeks, and down-calt eye 
Oh ! how ſweet, &c. charming ſweet, &c. 


Oh ! the charming curds and cream, * 
When all is over, 
She gives her lover, | 

Who on the ſkimming-diſh carves her name, | 

Oh ! the charming curds and cream, 

Charming, charming, &c, | 


Song CXXI. Mad Tom. 


[ my triumphant chariot hurl'd, 


I range around the world : 
Tis I mad Tom drive all before me, 
While to my royal throne I come ; 
Bow down my ſlaves, and adore me, 
Your ſovereign lord, mad Tom. 


What tho' the ſceptre that ] bear 
Is all but dieam and air, 

I've the pleaſure of crowns, 
Without the care. 


And though I give law N 
From beds of ſtraw, 118 
And drei in a tatter'd robe, | 
The madman can be 
More a monarch than he 
That commands the vaſſal globe 
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Song CXXII. 


LL range around the ſhady bowers, 
1 And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers: 

| {trip the garden, and the grove, 
To a yarland for my love. 


When in the ſultry heat of day, 
Aly thirſty nymph does panting lay, 
I'll haſten to a fountain's br:nk, 


And drain the floods, but ſhe hail drink. 


At night, When bo 01 miiry prove, 

A graily wa I'll make my love; 

And with green boughs I'll form a ſhade, 
That nothivy may her re!? ,nvade. 


And whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep the lies, 
My ſelt mall never cloſe theſe eyes; 
But gazing till with fond delight, 

I'll watch my charmer all the night, 


And then, as ſoon as chearful day, 
Diſpels the gloomy th ades away, 
Forth to the toreit V1: repair, 

To find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I ſpcnd the day, and night, 
Stili mixing pleature with delight; 
Regarding nothing I endure, 

So J can eaſe for ner procure. 


But if the maid w om thus I love, 
Should e'er unh ind and faithlels prove; 
III fees iome diſmal, diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 


% 


Jong 


7 
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Song CXXIIL. 


S Amoret and Phillis ſat 
One ev'ning on the plain, 

And ſaw the charming Strephon wait, 
To tell the nymph his pain; 

The threat'ning danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her ear, 

Ah! Phillis ! if you would not love 
This ſhepherd, do not hear. 


None ever had fo ſtrange an art, 
His paſſion to convey, 

Into a liſt'ning virgin's heart, 
And fteal her foul away. 

Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give 
Occaſion for your fate. 

In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, 
Alas ! *tis now too late. 


Song CXXIV. De'll take the Wars. 


EH OL. D, I fly on wings of ſoft deſire, 
Whilſt gentle zephyrs waft me on; 
r as when a bridegroom all on fire, 
ongs from the company to be gone : 
She bluſhing, flies the pleaſure, 
He ruſhing, graſps his treaſure, 


Till with mutual tenderneſs each other they warm : 


Since Phœbe's my guide, 
And love does preſide, 
Euch monarch, tho' great, 
Would envy my tate, 
For ſhe, ſhe alone has the power to charm, 
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Song CXXV. Anſwer 10 Collins Complaint. 


E winds, to whom Collin complains, 
In ditties ſo ſad, and fo ſweet, 

Believe me, the ſhepherd but feigns 

He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit. 
No charmer like Collin can move, 

And this is ſome pretty new art : 
Ah! Collin's a juggler in love, 

And likes to play tricks with my heart. 


When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
_ Seem doleful, and alter his face, 

Can tremble, and breathe out his tale, 
Ah! Collin has every pace. 

The willow my rover prefers . 
To the breaſt where he once d to he 5 

And the itreams that he {wells with his tears, 

Are rivals belov'd more than I. 


His head my fond boſom would bear, 


And my heart would ſoon bear him to reit 


Let the ſwain that is lighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeſt. 
No death the deceiver deſigns, 
Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair: 
For Collin but dies in his lines 
And gives himſelf that modiſh air. 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the Court. 
So wittily talk of their flame? 
But Collin makes paſſion his (port, 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
My voice of no muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my perion of aught that i. fue, 
But Collin may find to his colt, 
A face tha; 1- taireg ran nin 


An! 


Sons and Ballads. 143 


Ah! then I will brealt my lov'd crook, 
Jo thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep; 
And die in the mach favour'd brook, 
\Where thou but ptetendeſt to weep. 
Then moura the fd fate that vou gave, 
In ſonnets fo ſmooth and divine, 
Perhaps. I may rite from my grave, 
Lo hear ſuch {uit muſick as thine. 


Of the violet, daiſy, and roſe, 
ine heart's-cale, the lilly, and pink. 
Let thv lingers a garland compoſe, 
Aud crown d by the rivalet's brink. 
flow oft. my dear fwain, did l fwcour, 
How much my fon! ſoul did admire, 
Thy verſes, thy thape, and thy air, 
Thco' deck'd in thy rural attire, 


Your ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, 
That ail your ſmall ſubjects oben ed 
And itil you reign'd King of his haut, 
VWhote pation vou faltely upbraid. 
How often my ſwain, have I faid, 
That thy arms were a palace to me ; 
And how weil J coul live in a thade, 
Tno' adorned with nothing but thee ? 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the den, 
Tho' never to fine and fo gay? 
I freely would leave beds of down, 
Far chy breait, and a bed ot new hay. 
Then, Collin, return once again. 
Again malte me happy in love ; 
Let me find thee a faithful, r an. 
And as conitant a nymmn { will prove 
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Song CXXVI. 


IO cruel you ſeem to my pain, 

And hate me becauſe I am true: 
, Dalits, vou love a falſe twain 

a has other ny mphs in his view. 
e ment's a trifle to him, 
tou me whit a keaven 'twould be- 

iin but a woman you ſeem, 

th! you're an ungel to me! 


Y v 


* 


111577 Ups Khich he touches in haf 2. 

on fer cher Could grow, 
t elinging around that Sear waiik. 

\ ich lie ivans, as beſide uim you go. 
4 100 arm, like a lll io winte, 

nich over his moulders you lay, 

TH boom could warm it all night, 
My lips they could preis it ail day. 


vecte I ike a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ;ubject. to be, 

leave them, an fly to the plain, 
Lo deli iu a cottage wh thee, 

dor it J matt feel your diſdain, 
tears cannot cruelte drown, 

Oh! let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my death in a irown. 


For [ 
Com 
And 

Rega 
For 


Whi! 
Am': 
Whel 
And 
Till 

Nat à 
"It } 
he co 
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Song CXXVII. 


O CK an! Jenny together was laid, 
Jocky was happy, and fo was the maid : 

He often did ſigh, and cry, Jenny, with thee, 
My lite, tho' in bondage, would ſeem to be free 
Jenny, who greatly for Jocky did burn, 

Would {:gh to his hgh, and kind language return 
There's no pair ſo happ , ſo much of one ming, 
As Jocky to jenny, io Jenny's inclin'd. 


Content with each other, in humb'e retreat. 

They court not new beautics, nor envy tac 1:2! ; 
He'll not quit his nymph, nor the ny mph quic krive ns, 
For pleulures yet thougut ot, or riches to gain. 

Come all you gay courtiers, who greatuels Admire, 

And fhin> in gilt coaches, with pompous attire, 
Regard the true pleature this couple ei Joy, 

For p:catures with Jocky and jenny nc'er clov. 


White zou quit your Silvia for Chloe's bright eye. 
Am'uta pariue, you fair Chloe deiphe; 

When one ny mph's undunz, you another undo. 
Ani rambling, the fair docs the lame thing by vou 
Til! nature grows weary, decrepit, and poor, 

Not aged, but quite has exhauited her ftore - 

Ti Jocky and Jenny enjoy the true taue; 

he cunitant like them, and your pleziures will : 
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Sog CXXVIII. Chevy-Chace. 


FAOD proſper long our noble King, 
Our lives and ſafeties all, 

A woful hunting once there did, 

In Chevy-Chace befal : 


To drive the deer with hound and horn, 
Earl Piercy took his way : 

The child may rue that is unborn, 
The hunting of that day: 


The ſtout earl of Northumberland, 
A vow to God did make, 

lis pleaiure in the Scoitiſh woods, 
Three ſummers-days to take: 


The chiefeſt Jarts in Chevy-Chace, 
To kill and bear away; 

The tidings to earl Douglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay: 


Who ſent earl Piercy preſent word, 
He would prevent his ſport: 

The Engliſh ear! not fearing this, 
Did to the wood reſort, 


With fifteen hundred bow men bold, 
All choſen men of might; 

V. io knew fall well in time of nec, 
To aim their ſhafts aright : 


he gallant grey-hounds ſwiftly ran, 
To chace the tallow-deer ; 

n Londay they began to hunt, 
When day-light did appear: 


Aud 


ud 
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And long before high-noon they had, 
A hundred fat bucks ſlain 

Then having din'd, the «rover went 
To rouſe them up again: 


The baw- men muſter'd on the hills, 
Well able to endure ; 

Their backſides all with ſpecia! care 
That day was guarded lure : 


The hounds ran ſwiftly thro' the woods, 
The n1mbie deer to take; 

And witn their cries the hills and dales 
An eccho thrill! did make: 


Lord Piercy to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deer, 

Quoth he, earl Douglas promiſed 
This day to meet me here: 


It that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I fray ; 

With that a brave young gentleman 
Inas to the earl did fay : 


Lo vonder doth earl Douglas come, 
His men in armour bright; 

Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpears. 
All marching in our fight: 


All men of pleaſant Tividale, 


Faſt by the river Tweed ; 
Then ceaſe your ſport, earl Piercy ſaid. 
And take your bows with ſpeed: 


And now wich me my countrymen, 


Your courage forth advance ; 
Vor never was there champion yet, 
I Scerland or in France: 


Thi: 
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That ever did on horſe-back come, 
But fince my hap it were; 

T durit encounter man tor man, 
With him to break a ſpear: 


Earl Douglas on a milk- white ſteed. 
Moſt like a baron bold; 

Rode foremolt of the company, 
W hole armour ſhone lilce gold: 


Shew me ( ſaid he) whoſe men you be, 
That hun: io boldly here; 

T hat without my confent do chaſe, 
And kill my tallow deer: 


The man that firſt did anſwer make, 
Was noble Piercy he; 

Who ſaid we liit not to declare, 
Nor (hew whole men we be; 


Let we will ſpend our deareſt blood, 
Thy chicieſt harts to ilay ; 

Then Douglas twoic a folemn oath, 
And thus in rage did (ay; 


re thus I will out braved be, 
One of us two ſhall die; 

I know thee well, an earl thou a: 
Lord Piercy, ſo am I. 


But truſt me, Percy, rity it were, 
And great oſtence to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſs men, 
Fer they have done no ill: 


Let thou and I the battle : ry, 
And ſet our men aſide, 

Accurit be he, Lord Piercy ſaid. 
By v9:.c;2 i denv'd. 
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Then ſtep'd a gallant ſquire forth, 
Witherington wa his name; | 
Wo ſaid I would not have it told 
To Henry our King, for ſhame: 


That e'er my captain fought on foot, 
And I ficod looking on; 

You be two earl>, faicd Witherington, 
And I a *iquire a.one : 


Pl! do the bett that do I may, 
While I have power to tand: 
nile I have power to wield my (word, 
I'll 6ght witic heart and hand. 


Our Engliſh archers bent their bows, 
Pheir Hurts were good and true; 
At the firſt fli ht of arrows ſent. 
Full thre-icore Scots they llew. 


To drive the deer with hound and horn, 1 
Farl Douglas had the bent : t 

:\ captain mov'd with mickle pride, 
The ſpcars to ſhivers ſent: 


They clos'd full faſt on every fide, 
No ſlackneſs there vas found ; 

And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gaſping on the ground : 


— 


O Chriſt! it was a grief to ſee, 
And likewiſe for to hear, 
the cries of men lying in their gore, 1 

And icatter'd here and there: 


At laſt theſe two ſtout earls did meet, | | 
Like captains of great might; ; 

Le lions mov'd they laid du load, 
and made a cruel fęht: 


Tleu 
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They fought until they both did ſweat 
With words of tempered flecl : 
Until the blood like drops of rain, 
'T hey trickling down did fall. 


Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Dougla ai. 
In faith I will thee bring. 

Where thou ſhalt high advanced d- 
By James our Scottiſh King 


Thy ranſom I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee; 
'T hou art the moit cauragcous Iran, 


That ever I did teu 


To Douglas. quot! eat! Piercy wit, 
Thy profier i do icorna 

I will not yield to ay wo 
That ever yet was bury 


Wich that there came an arrow ecu 
Out of an Engliſl; bow; | 
Which itruck earl Douglas to the heart 
A deep and deadly blow. 


Who never ſpoke more words than ther, 
Fight on, my merry men all; 

For why, my life is at an end, 
Lord Piercy ſecs my fall. 


Then leaving life, earl Piercy tobt. 
The dead man by the hand: 
And ſaid, earl Douglas, for thy lite 
Would I had loſt my land | 


O Chriſt! my very hear: dnn Lite, 
With ſorrow tor thy faks ; 
For, ſure, a more renowne:t f ng ll; 


Miichauce did never tai. 
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A knight among! the Scots there was, 
Wiich faw carl Douglas die: 

W ho ſtraight in wrath did vow revenge 
Con the car! Piercy: 


Sir f lugh Montgomery was he call'd, 
Wo with a peur moft bright, 

Weil moumter'l on a vallant ſteed, 
Kan fivicely thiro' the fight: 


And paf' the Engliſh archers all, 
Without all dread way fear; 

Am thro' carl Piercy's body then 
le chruſt his kateful {pear : 


With ſuch a vehement forte and migh. 
tic did his body gore; 

The ipear ran thro! the other fide, 
A lurge cloth- yard and more. 


So thus did both mole nobles die, 
W hole courage une could Hain, 
An Fngltth archer then perceiv'd 
The noble carl was flain : 


IIe had a bow bent in his hand, 
Made ot a truſty tree : 

An arrow of a cloth- yard long 
no the head drew he; 


Aga! inſt Sir Hugh Montgomery 
So right! lui: thaft he let; 

The grey gooie wing that was thereor 
In kis heart's blood was wet. 


* t 
Tl f. ci: id Ait | from | OIrea al. of Cav. 
6 24. CL 64 Re! 4; 23 
- = 2 . . * _ . \ » p 4 1 * 
Irren tae run the erenine bell. 


' * . . 
1 54 Wii by kf of If: M 25 TY 2 


w4 


1 \ 


xa) 


7 A 0 . of 'v © , . * 
þ 2 F Z / " eZ 97.99 97 
4 4 „ * w tern.. 7 


Kuh the cart pier there was ſlain 
Mo j TITh Ae 

Sir wert Ratet, tint Sir John, 
Gr [ames that bold varon : 

An} with Sir Gerne an good tir James, 
TOS SER» ol Se eccund;: 


c $( 4; 8 i Nu! | 10 «bs obe thete W.iS (lain, 
V. le prou ch. di fUrmount : 


or. Wi wrirwton nowls mult J wail, 


Ae LC Th dal. ul aumps 5 
r Hen is legs were mitten off, 
lig Gut upon his Lump | 


Ar with cart De olas there was ſlain 
Sir Hiugh \loats Omer; 

Ci Charlkc Cirrel. "that from the feld 
Ce Feng? VOUS never ily. 


Co Canis \lurrel of Ratciift too, 
tt er's lon Was he; 

Sr Did Lamb fo well eſteem'd, 
Vet are could not be. 


n the lord Mlarkwell in likewiſe, 
L316) V. hn va! Dan glas die; 5 

QC: wenty hunde. 5co tiſh ſpears 
Aer it -hve did ily. 


1 2 teenthngdlred Engliſn men, 

\ eat home by afte three 
Tic ren were ſlain in & hevy Cha ile, 
Enter the green veood Ah 


-. 


ut day did many Wrtows come, 
hein nuſbands to beowinl, 
jn Wald mow woun:!s in brintſh tears, 


&; 1 all!! 0 ll N ag vt vol, 


＋ 


HH, 421. J 


Their bod ics [2.2 in Ire. 


They bene W111 $1306 7 | 3 4 


6 ; was | 44 ” 3. +3» ! * 
I bev kf then det 45 


Wen the) Kere cat in El 


Py . 4 . 5 . - : * 5 | Sh Y © 
1 . ts ease. Drohen fi) (11431 
* 2 12 . : . 
Niue Seti. l Nee 
1121 : : a 13 | : 
That brive wul untern „ 
3 „ 1 oe X ; 
dv * >. 13 2 64 4 © * j SIE 
* ! * . TE) 4 ' : * 1 8 
0 wan nes Nin einne 1 
* oq — * g * * 1 4 1 
be: 349 0 a Wi 0 5 
mean CUT 7 12h: 18% 57G 
(jt Fad 2s *. + | 
Ha FLICK nn, 14 . 
33 . ; 1 ' 
. ti "is; af? = „„ 1 { 
\ fe 4 
en RK 2 
i _— * } 5 0 1 * % 
1 tart | . (ibaa Fi A land 
' * * 8 
ad in in Cr Ca 
7 A * by T1 % ? os 
NO G94 ". id 1 it is Ss 4-4-4 0 
0 a ' * - 2 * + . f . 
SA dei da err 
> Ss i? | ! 3 " ” 1 
& 18 ren 741 nne 
11 » * 94 . ' 
S Av0 lIIUNGI9LE!HEH 90 , 
%-® X * Fo * 3 SD * 1 ; 
4 HL Belt SCA EL nn * 
7 24 
ut Lui ren, : 
5 ' 
33. $10 SERTHOEt 09- Tits 1 
07 LEAVE n 
0 R Oo PR 72 y © 
1 hir OV full wc. t 1 720 
” 1 4 
err Un 
111 «V7 us 1 ot 1 „ Cre 1 15 
\\ i l MH. G, \ 44. Ci hs 1 3 
* E » ods * 15 » — 5 
24 BY" C-33C TC i. 11 1 : * SET. 
* 2 iN 414813 44 N ? 4 
: 3 FOE. * | : 27 . 
* . , - 5 41 11 — 1 4 I 1 FS * 
* RS, wy 
"I 2 9234 93990 
444% 4 W. ft 


— — — 


156 


Complete Collection of 


Gol ſave the King, and ble the land, 
In plentv, joy and peace; 

And grant henceforth that ioul debate, 
Tu ixt noble men may ccate. 


Song CXXIX. /I bs comes there. 


[TO comes there? ſtand, 
And come before the conitable : 
We'll: know what you are. 
What makes you out fo late? 
Says the midnight magilſtrace . 
With his roddle full of ale, 
In a wooden chair of ſtate, 


Whence come you, Sir? 

And whither do ye go? 

You may be a Jeſuit, for ought | know 
You may as well, Sir, tatce me: 

For a MNizhometan. 

He ſpeal:s Latin, ſecure him. 

He's a dangerous man. 


To tell you the truth, Sir 
am an honett tory ; 

Flirt * a cruwn to drink, 

A d dtere's an end of the Fors 
CG. merrow, Sir; a civil mar. 
IL at:yasz s welcome : 

C30, LAFBALY Bounce, 


Lig the gemleman homey. 
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Song CXXX. Katherine Ogie. 


S I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which Flora had adorned 

In raiment fair; now every thing 
The rage of winter ſcorned: 

caſt my eye, and did eſpy 
A Youth, who made great clamour, 

And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
flard by a murm' ring river, 

And mourntully his doletul ſong, 
With ſighis he did deliver: 

Ah! jcnny's face and comely grace, 
Jer locks that ſhin'd like lammer, 

Wich burning rays have cut my days. 
For omala vincit amor. 


He glancy een like comets ſheen, 
Ine morning ſun out ſhining, 
Have caught my heart in Cupid's nct, 
And make me dic with pining : 
Durit I complain ! nature's to blame, 
So curioully to frame her, 
Mhole beauties rare, make me with care, 
Cry, omula vincit amor. 
Ye «crv{tal reams that iwiftly glide, 
he partner of my mourns ; 
Ye iragrant cid , and mendows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning. 
Let every tree 2 witnels be, 
How jus. y i ma, blame ter; 
Ye chanting birch, note thete my words, 
Ai! oma vincit amor, 
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Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir'd, 
And been ador'd for virtue rare. 
Wh' of lite now makes me tir'd. 
Thus {tl his breath began to fail. 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd ſull fore, and faid no more, 
But, onmn... Vincit amor. 


When I obſer;” 4 hin near todeath 
I ran in Jac wave ham 
But quicic!y be reſign' Hi br weath, 

So deep the wound j Give im. 
Now for ner iake this von ll make, 
My tonguc ſhall ay detame her; 
While on his here ll write tis verſe, 

Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Straight L confider'd in my mind, 
Upon the matter rightly, 

And tout, thy' Cu id he be blind, 
Ile picres in p. n mot mig! ty. 

For wa . lar, nor thunt'ring jove 
nd \unen with his hammer, 

1 d ever prove the ilaves of love, 

OF Cm VI! amor. 


ITence we may free the eee s of love, 
Weh god, and mir ! Loch under; 

'F hat NOT: zan is bows ren. Oe, 
Or twrtiic 18 Heal. aſander: 

Nor wife, if :icul, arcs z to :cnc0], 


Fo tut:. Kemn' nis Statue, 


* * * 
5 -% : i % « ST. 
11. a Kette, emie es to Ini; 
* 


FE Wi #06 « 348 Þ a. .. 


@ * 
ey 15 
9 ” * 


She lov 


No off: 


Tue lo 
To ten 
He oft 
Bit thi 


He tol, 
Her gc 
But ſhe 
And ra 


He told 
Or a ce 
She th; 
And ſh 


He ſau 
That er 
To tint 
Her m 


She tol, 
For jeu 
Her hc 
And ſh 
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Song CXXXI. There 11: leg apy, 


lere liv'd long ago in a country place, 
A clever yourg ad that lov'd u young, Ia's; 
She lov'd him again, and (O! wonter to hear!) 
No offers could inove her, the lov'd him to dcar, 


Te lord of the village took it in his head, 

To tempt her to leave him, and come to his bed: 
He offer'd her jewe!s, and baubles, and rings, 

Bit the ſligited his love, and zctus'd his gay things. 


He told her he'd make her as fine as a (Queen, 

Her gown ſhould be 111k, and her cap colberteen. 

But ſhe ſaid, linſey-wooliey, and bone-lace would ſerve. 
And rather than pleaſe him, ſhe'd venture to ſtarve. 


He told her, he'd give her a pad to ride out, 

Or a coach, it the lik'd it, to vifit about. 

She thank'd him, but {aid, ſhe could very well walk, 

And ſhould ſhe have a cc ich, how the neighbours would talk 


He ſaid, for the neighbours, he'd make it his care. 
That none, e'en the parſon on ſundays, ſhould dare 
To find fault with her conduR, or offer to blame, 
Her manner of living, or blaſt her good name. 


She told him, in ſhort, he mult c'en be content. 
For jewels or gold ſhould nc'er bribe her conſent : 
Her heact was another's, and % ſhould remain, 
And ſhe {corn'd to be falſe ior the lucte of gain. 


- . p 
- ——— 


160 A Complete Colle , 


Song CXXXII. 


F any fo wiſe 1:. 
That fack he detvites, 
Let him drink his ſmall beer, and be tober: 
Whilſt we drink wine, and fing 
if it were ſpring, 


He ſhall droop like the trees in October. 


But be ſure, over night 
If this dog do you bue, 
You take it heacctotth for a warning. 
Soon as out of your bed, 
To ſettle your cad. 
Take a hair of his tai. in the morning, 


And not be ſo filly 
To follow old Lilly, 
For there's nothing but wine that can tune us ; 
Let his ne aflue:cas 
Be put in his cap caſe, 
And ſing bioito vinum jejunus. 


Vol. I. 


Seng and B 


Song CX XXIII. Af, 


N » erally piſ'ew. 
Phe vouthitul Xfvrtillo 
ran barted was laid: 
In hin arina creature, 
Mhoſe ever; feature, 
For conquest made, 
To Is ſide he elatp'd ror, 
And fonily gratp'd her. 
While the ery'd, O dear. 
O dear Myinko, 
Lind 1 known your will-o. 
d Ever Come here. 


Streams gently How, 

And zephyrs blowing, 
Ambroſial breeze. 

A ſwain admiring. 

And all conipir:ag, 

"The charmer to pleaſe : 
The dear nympli complying, 
No more denying, 

A lileut grove, 

O bicit Lvrillo ! 
You may if vou will-o, 


Be as 1app! as jove. 


Now, the devil's in it, 
It ſuch a minute, 
The ſhepherd could lol 
No, no, XIVyrtillo, 
Has bet. er fl. il! o, 
His morncuts to chule. 


N. G. X 


J. 


— " —e Ry 
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The delighttul treaſure, 
Of love and pleature, 
He boldly feiz'd ; 

And like XIurtillo, 
He had his nll-o, 
Of what he pleas'd. 


Song CXXXIV. 


O friend, and to foe, 
And to all that I know, 
Lat to marriage- late do prepare; 
Remember your days, 
In their ſeveral ways, 
Are trouble, with ſorrow and care. 


For he that doth look 
In the marry'd man's book, 
And reads but the items all over, 
Shall find them to come 
At length to a ſum, 
Shall empty purſe, pocket, and coffes, 


In the paſtimes of love, 
When their labour doth prove, 
And the kinchin beginneth to kick; 
For this, and for that, 
And I know not for what, 


The woman muſt have, or be ſick. 


There's item ſet down, 
For a looſe-bodied gown, 
{n her longing you muſt not deceive her: 
For a bodkin, a ring, 
Aud the other fine thing, 
Fut a cornet and lace to be braver. 
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Deliver'd, and well, 
Who is it can tell 
But while the child lies at the nipple, 
There's item for wine, 
xlongſt goſſips ſo fine, 
And ſugar to ſweeten their tipple. 


There's item, I hope, 
For ſtarch, and for ſoap. 
There's item for fre and candle: 
For better, for worſe, 
There's item for nurle, 
The baby to dreſs, and to dandle. 


When ſwaddled in lap, 
There's item for pap, 
And item for pot, pan, and ladle ; 
A coral with bells, 
Which cuſtom compels, 
And item, acrown for a cradle. 


With twenty odd knacks, 
Which the little-one lacks ; 
Aud thus doth thy pleaſure betray thee? 
Yet this is the ſport, 
In country and court, 
Then let not the charges diſmay thee. 
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Song, CXXXV. 


J 


F all jovs we e'er poſſeſt, 
Love and wine areſtill the buft, 
Sweetly thev by turn controul, 
Wine the heart, and love the ſoul 
Wealth and power ſtrive iu vain, 
Equal happineis to gain, | 
Wine ſuperior joy doth prove, 
And in iober ſeaſons, love. 
Of all joys we c'er poſſeſt, 
[ove and wine are Kill the bet. 


Sung CXXXVII. I Iod Lass, &c. 


Lovely laiz to a Friar came, 

To confeſs in a morning early. 

in what, my dear, are you to blaine ? 
Come, own it all fincerely. 

I've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad who loves me dearly, 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diicover. 

Tien you to Rome tor that mull go, 
Therediſcipiine to {uffer. 

Lack-a-day ! Sir, it it mutt be fo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover. 


No. no, my dear, you do but dream, | 
We'll kave 10 double dealing. 
But it with me you' li -epeat the ame, 
1 pardon your putt failing. 
I muit own, Sir, though f t.. or ham: 
That your pnan . prevaicng, 


8 


„ 
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Song CAXXVI. The Aerchant 


Fi! '4 4 "5 [7 tfe. 


F wa: 2 rieh merckant mon, 
1 N 2 ben ip and 3 
nd * would crofs the talt jeas, 
Vie Hts cunning it was but finall. 


The Filler and hie wiſe. 
| hes being nigh at land; 

Would reds po fi along with him, 
From Dover unto Scouand. 


er ile“ wite loot brifte, 

Walch made the mc chant ſmile ; 

He made no Gout to belag it about, 
he der to beg ie. 

18 tes | wy wile the merchant ſaid, 
he jobs like an hon? : {poule ; 

V tat the is the feelerſai.., 


lat ever tiod on hors. 


no CONNUENCE is very great, 
"he merchant ther di. ay; 

F thu 4 Mager dar'u ta bet, 
1 tel inge what | will lay. 


ay my flip agun! thy fiddle, 
1 all my venture too; 
20 pe g may gang along with me, 
15 bin for te View. 


it ie continues one hour with me, 
un tre and conſtant wife; 
hen ſhalt ther have my ſhip and be, 
\ 2erchant all ch) lite. 
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The idler was content. 
He danc'd and leap'd for joy ; 
And twang'd his fiddle in merriment, 
For Peggy he thought was coy. 


T hen Peggy ſhe went along, 
His cabin for to view ; 
And after her the merchant-man, 


Did follow, we found it true. 


When they were once together, 
The fidler was afraid ; 

For he crep'd near in piteous fear, 
And thus to Peggy he ſaid. 


Hold out, ſweet Peggy, hold out, 
For the (pace of two half hours; 

It thou hold cut, I make no doubt, 
But the ſhip and goods are ours. 


In troth, ſweet Robin, I cannot, 
He hath got me about the middle; 

He's luſty and ſtrong, and hath laid me aloag. 
O Robin thou'ſt loſt thy fiddle. 


If I have loſt my fiddle, 
Then am I a man nndone ; 

My fiddle whereon I have often play d- 
Away I needs mult run. 


O ſtay the merchant ſaid, 
And thou ſhalt keep thy place ; 
And thou ſhalt have thy fiddle again, 
But Peggy ſhall carry the caſe. 


Poor Robin hearing that, 
He look'd with a merry-cheer ; 


His wife ſhe was pleas'd, and the merchant was eas'd, 
And jolly and brisk they were. 


The 
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The ſidler he was mad, 
But valu'd it not a by ; 

Then Peggy unto her husband ſaid, 
Kind Robin play us ajigg. 


Then he took up his fiddle, 
And merrily he did play, 

The Scottiſh jigg. and the horn pipe, 
And eke ory riſh hey. * 


It waz but in vain to grieve, 
The deed it was done and paſt ; 

Poor Robin was born to carry the horn, 
For Peggy could not be chaſt. 


Then fidlers all beware, 
Your wive: are kind you ſee: 

And he that's made for the ndling trade, 
Nluſt never a merchant be. 


For Peggy ſhe knew right well, 
Although ſhe was but a woman; 
That gamiters drink, and fidlers Wives. 


They are ever free and common 
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Th 
Song CXX XVII. Toe Conened Lo vers. Say 
Or 
Hepherd Adonis, being v. cary of his ſport, For 
Ro: urn'd to the woods Where hte used tore ſort; 
te let tall his croo's, aud be laid ume Con, Th 
le cnvy'd nu monarch, nor he wilh'd for no crown, Ane 
Of 
[Te dran of the cold brocks, ent the fruit ol the trees, Thy 
Fn;oying himicif, from all care was he free; 
tie \ -alued no n mp! wa: fic ever to lair, on 
No pride, no ambition , nor likcwile no care * 1] 
If 1 
Bat as it ſell out in one evening io cicar, Thi 
A charming iwe2t voice lie chanc'd for to hear; 
ge loo like n one, not one {got could ne move, Wit 
Lic kne not waat ail'd him, but he *cai'd it was love. His 
The 
The nympi N12 beheld him with a madeſt grace, Un 
82 eins met! ing appearirg he diſguited her ſace; 
She di zii nr face, an ſ unto lum did lay, The 
Huw 4.4 Th Shepherd, how came you this way id 
Intl 
The ſhepherd r-ply'd, and to her he ſaid, In le 
1 ne'er was iurpriz'd at the fight of a maid, 
When firit I beheld thee from ail ſnare J ws free, Thi. 
But now lam captive, my dearel it, to thee His 
© ſhepherd, O ſhepherd, * not your free Nate, jr 
Lor love will entaugie you in jor: ow tliat's rt; 
And diſtract vour brain, that you ne'er will avec rt oe 
Then incline not to love, for as yet you are bleit. he 
The 
Fair lat ted of the wood, and thou charmer of man, tle | 
Thy beaurr's fo 2reat Lean t it withſtand ; Her 


ben pity my vie, and yield me fome joy, 
Op, Ove, a winked voung boy. 


Te 
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The nymph ſhe reply'd, with a languiſhing look, 

Saying, ſhepherd, alas! my way I miſtook ; 

Or you never had (een, nor I known who you were, 4 
For now I do pity I do declare. | 


Then fit thee down by me, O thou beauteous nymph, 
And let me enjoy thy ſweet perſon, not glimpſe 

Of thy beauty celeſtial, ſo charming and fair, 

Thy beauty indeed is beyond all compare. 


O don't prove my downfal; why will you, O why ? 

W ill you let your poor ſhepherd thus languiſhing die? 

If you grant me not love, all the world can't me fave, 
Tho” I once did it flight, yet "twill bring me to the grave. 


With that poor Adonis let fall ſome few tears, 

His face looked pale, which diſcover'd his cares; 
The nvmph looked red, and bluſhing did cry, 
{) no, ſweet Adonis, for me thou ſhan't die. | | 


hen take now ycur ſt epherdeſs, I'll be no mate coy ; 
In love let us live, and each other enjoy ; 

In the grove that's ſo pleaſant, under trees that's fo high, 
In love let us live, and in love let us dic. 


This anſwer reviv'd poor Adonis's heart, 

His troubles were fled, and he felt no more ſmart. | 
The nymph the receiv'd him with looks that were kind, 
And from her tair ſhepherd ſhe comtort did find. 


Then ſoftly he took her, and did lay her down, 

The ſey was their teaſter, their bed was the ground; 
He folded her often in his love: y arms, 

Her ace and her features diſcover'd rare chars. 


— 
4g - 
- - ——< —_ ww 


Y As 


170 A Complete Collection of 


As charming as Venus was when ſhe was took 
Along with brave Mars, when the gods at them look : 
Vet this nv mph and young thepherd molt beautiful fair, 
Like the light of the iun-beams ſo charming they were. 


Thus in great enjoyment, from all care and flrife, 
"Fhefe two loving couple lead a charming ſweet lite; 
No wars, nor no battles, no rumours they ſce, 

In peace, in great comfort, and in plea ure they be. 


Amongſt the ſweet grove thus pleaſant they live, 
Nothing they want but what heaven doth them give. 
It is there, it is there, oh! it's there that they keep 
T heir quiet, contented, and poor harmleſs ſheep. 


All theday near to mountains and rivers they rove. 
At night they return to their peaceable grove ; 
And thus in the day as well as the night, 

They live in great pleaſure, in joy and delight. 


One ſings with her voice, Yother plays with his flute, 
While one is employ'd, the other ſtands mute; 
They look at each other ſo charming fo ſweet, 
Sometimes interpoſing their lips they do meet. 


Thus charming, thus lovely they lead a ſweet life, 
Jo free from all care, and ſo (afe from ail itrife ; 
{t therefore all of you contentmeni would find, 


Like theſe happy coupte be loving and kind. 
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Song CXXXVIII. The Lady of Wall. 


HE lady of quall, 
Who. trequenting the mall, 
Enjoy» ev'ry vice in the nation; 
Will favours afford, 
To the rake, and my lord, 
Yet values her dear reputation. 


The coquet, and the prude, 
Who bluſh hen you're rude, 
Indulge ev'ry kind inclination ; 
'T hey jilt you ſome tew, 
Yet have thote that will do, 
To defend and maintain reputation. 


The briſk city wife, 
Who all days of her life, # 
Delights in a kind con:ummation ; J 
Will make her fond ſpouſe, 
With the horns on his brows, 
Stop tiie gap in her loſt reputation 


The ſempſtreſs, as ſair, 
With a kind carclets air, 
Gives ear to the lawyer's oration ; 
Sne takes ev'ry night, 
Covent garden delight, 
Yet, uniullied is her reputation. 


The young chamber-maid, 
By the valet betra d; 
For ſhe's never out of the taihion : 
Is brisk as a bee, 
And as innocent ſhe, 


Till a ſwelling o'erwhelms reputation. 


The 
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The actreſſes too, 
That's a prodigy new 
Who're kind upon any occaſion ; 
Have taken of late. 
Such a whim from the great, 
That they value a crack'd reputation, 


But the rake, and the beau, 
And the foldier, well know, 
From poetry's kind inſpiration; 
'T hat raptures, and hres, 
And melting deſires. 
Will thaw a hard froze reputation. 


Song CXXXIX. To the Hundreds of Drury 


I write. 


Oung damſels were formerly won, 
By a pimp's application to mother ; 

But the quality ſaving are grown, 

One does the good office tor t'other. 
At Ombre, Baſſet, and Quadrille, 

They care not what money they ſquander: 
Yet, though they diſgorge the old pull, | 

They grumble at pa; ing the pander. 
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Song CXL. Tbo' envious Old Age. 


Hough envious old age 
Seems in part to impair me, 

And makes me the ſport 

Ot the wanton and gay: 
Brisk wine ſha l recruit, 

As life's winter does wear me; 
And itill I've a heart 

To do what I may. 


Then Venus beſtow me 
Some dimſfel of beauty: 
Here's Bacchus ſhall give me 
A cheriſhing glaſs ; 
Silenus, tough old, ſhall 
To both do his duty ; 
And no'v claſp the bot le, 
And then claſp the lals. 
The laſs, the bottle, 
1 he bottle, the laſs, 
And now claip the bottle, 
And then claſp the laſs. 


Song CXLI. 
H E night was in her fable ſhroud, 


No ſilver ſtars were ſeen, 
Wat in a cold and wintry cloud, 
*N11d:t bleaky ſhowers of rain. 


Unfaithful Edward's treacherons ſtep, 
To Sutan's dwelling came; 

Long he pretended to have ſu'd, 
And lov'd the gentle dame. 


His 


174 


A Comfplete Collection of 


His entrance at this fatal hour 
The innocent allow'd ; 

Ungrateful Fdward filent ſmil'd, 
'T hen kiſs'd her lips, and bow'd. 


With am'rous toy he firſt began, 
Her ſnowy boſom preſt ; 

Vow'd, that he lov'd her more than life, 
And begg'd he might be bleit. 


But ſhe, in horour's ſtricteſt rule 
Had train'd her gentle mind : 

Is this your love to me, ſhe ſaid, 
Ungrateful, and unkind ? 


In dreadful rage of hated lull, 

Her purple blood to ſpall, 
He drew his (word, and twore ſhe dy'd 
It ſherefus'd his will. 


With trembling fear ſhe figh'd, and thought 
Fach moment to be flain : 


Help! help! oh! help! for heaven's ſake ! 


She cry'd, but cry'd in vain. 


Whole floods of tears, like ſilver dew 
From off the lillv's head, 

Fell down her white and pearly neck 
Unhappy, lovely maid ! 


Ihe thoughts of loſing all her charm · 


That they muſt turn to clay: 
To think of dying. when ſo young, 
Induc'd her to obey, 


ler bleeding heart did oft miſgive, 
She pray'd, ſhe wept, and ſigh d: 

But when her precious jewel lofi, 

XIuch beter had ſlie dy'd. 


1 
is 
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The faithleſs wretch now flies her charms 
Thoſe very charms he twore 

To nouriſh with his utmoſt care, 
He now regards no more, 


Her bed ſhe waters with her tears, 
And beats her panting breaſt; 


Her hand tupports her drooping head, 
But ſhe can find no reit. 


At length the ruddy morning roſe, 
She bluſh'd to fee the day; 

And curs'd the night, that fatal night, 
In which ſhe did obey. 


The guilt, which guilt was not her own, 
So black was in her e, e, 

'I'hat, though at death ſhe ſtarted firſt, 
She now relolv'd to die. 


A pois'nous drug, ch! mournful tale! 
Within a fhilver bowl 

She mix'd------ then fipp'd the deadly juice, 
And breath'd away her foul. 


The ſcarlet of her lips grows pale, 
Her eyes no luſtre boait ; 

Soft muſick dies upon her tongue, 
And all her charms are loſt. 


Now, Edward, think what thou haſt done, 
Repent ere tis too late; . 
Or at the dreadful day of doom, 
Expect thy wretched fate. 


—— — — 
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Song CXLII. Do not at me charming Phillis, 


O not ask me, cha-ming Phillis, 
Why J lead you here aione, 
J 


enis bank of pinks and liliies, 
And of roles newly blown. 


Tis not to behold the beauty 

Of thoie flow'rs that crown the ſpring; 
Tis to - but I know my duty, 

And dare not name the thing. 


"Tis, at worſt, but her denying, 
Why ſhould I thus fearful be ? 

Ev'ry moment, gently flying, 
Smiles, and ſays, make uie of me. 


W hat the ſun does to thoſe roſes, 
While the beams piay gently in, 

I would----- but my tear oppoles, . 
And I dare not name the thing. 


— —M — 


Yer I die if I conceal it. Song 
Ask my eyes, or ask your own 3 | 

And if neither can reveal it, | 
Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lillies, 
Might I ipeak what I would do; 

T nou with my lovely Phillis. | 
Would. I would---- ah! would yon * 


j 
| 
| 
| 


: 
: 
« 
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Song CXLII. The happy Meeting. 


NCE I meta damſel fair, 
Walking iu a ſhady grove ; 

W hat was done while we were there, 

Aſk me not, tho' all was love. 
While I ogled her bright eyes, 

Killing glances ſhe'd return, 
Which at once tierce love did riſe 

In my heart, and made me burn. 


Round her neck I threw my arms, 
All in raptures we did meet; 
While I revell'd in her charms, 
Where I rifled ev'ry iweet. 
O ! the joys my heart did teel : 
When ſhe preſt me to her breaſt, 
Ev'ry motion ſeem'd to kill. 
And toon lull'd me down to reit, 


Song CXLIV. To @ young Ludy, en reading 
Sherlock upon Deuty. 


Iſtaken fair lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving 3 
ror waiilt he traches us ww die, 
He cheat, us ot our living. 


II. 


To d: 's a leon we Fall know, 
Jod on K ue nafter; 

T ben le: ot. fd, ao, 
tlluw wc ikad uve the taſter 


2 III. 
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III. 
To live's to love, to bleſs be bleſt, 


With mutual inclination; 
Share then the ardor in my breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 


IV. 


But if thus bleſt I may not live, 
nn p.ty you deny; 

7] v rac 44 leait your Sherlock give, 
Tis I muit learn to die. 


Sang CXLV. The Replication. 


Ain .ubtle man no longer boaſt, 
i1ow many hearts you've won; 
K a. ind were torm' ) nut to deceive, 
Nu: maids to be undone. 


V:/tue 2nd truch are ornaments, 
ic prace a female mind; 

W her. chote are lot what can retrieve, 
ne lane of womankind ? 


With vanity vou tax the ſex, 
+ wir Weakneſs you reveal; 

But men hav more when they dare boaſt, 
1 hoſe joys they ſhou'd conceal. 


T-rivethen no more withartful wiles, 
Jur virtue to trapan 3 

If w miſtake bright honour's path, 
"T i- owing all to man. 


a 
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Song CXLVI. The Cumberland Laſs. 


Her charms are paſt compare; 
he gods to ſhew their works have made, 
Her virtuous as ſhe's fair. 


| N Cumberland there dwells a maid, 


Such beauties deck her lovely face, 
As mortals never aw; 

Her charms command each fniſh'd grace, 
Her looks reipect and awe. 


Her modeſt mein, and genteel air, 
Proclaim her toe to pride ; 

Her eyes and thoughts carry no ſnare, 
Nor female ſcorn to chide. 


Her wit her choice companions know, 
Is mixt with innocence ; 

Too quick to pierce, but yet too flow, 
'To give the leaſt offence. 


Her merit kingdoms wou'd command. 
And empires would but prove ; 
A price too ſmall, ſhou'd they demand. 
er heart when warm'd with love. 


Before I ſaw her, gloomy nigli, 
Reign'd in my hemiſphere ; 

But when ſhe ſhone, diffulive light, 
Aly wand'ring ſoul did cheer. 


The climate doom'd for my abode, 
Joo chilling was to live; 

But now I'm Myth, bleit like a god, 
Her warmth doth me retrieve. 


Ne 
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Na ſun I ever view by day, 
Beſides the charming fair; 

Whoſe genial beams ſuch joys convey, 
As gods themſelves might ſhare. 


I ne'er obſerve Sol's golden light, 
To her I homage pay ; 

For when ſhe's abſent, then'tis night, 
And when ſhe ſhines tis day. 


My foul was chao; till J heard, 
Her ſeraphical tongue; 

J hen muſick's charms ſoftly appear'd, 
And love was all my ſong. 


By her I do compute thoſe joys, 
Exſtatic lovers taſt ; 

And the bright theme my ſoul employs, 
'Too ſtrong to be effac'd. 


When e'er ſhe ſmiles my ſtate I do, 
Before a gods prefer ; 

And I cou'd bid my heav'n adicu, 
To find one more in her. 


For ever on her I cou'd gaze, 
Such beauties round her ſhine ! 

On her ſoft boſom end my days, 
And uc'er at death repine. 


So mild ſhe ſeems ſure he can't hate, 
A heart replete with truth; 

Or triumph o'er the hapleſs fate, 
Of aGcairing youth. 


Some gentle breeze, O] to her bear, 
My ighs her heart to move] 

In ſome ioic ura tell my deſpair, 
And let her know [I love. 


Songs and Ballaas. 181 


Song CXLVII. 


neath ſome hoary mountain 
lay me down and veep, 
Or mar {ome warbling fountain, 
Bewall my felt a-fleep 
Where feather'd choirs combining, 
With vente murm'ring ſtreams, 
And wind, in concert joining, 
Raiſc lady pleaſing dreams. 


Song CXLVIII. Alvice 10 Clarinda. 


O more Clarinda wa your time 
In decking ov! that face ; 
vince age and wrinkles will combine, 
To rob cach finiih'd grace. 


Like ipring your bean: ies gay aypcar, 
feel their influence; 

But thirk when autuian's drawing ncar, 
How they will chill the tense. 


View nature's wori:s around her frame. 
And then you'll ;uitly un; 

Beauty can but a ſcaſon claim, 
Then itel a ſure decay. 


'PFank then on time it flies apace, 
Accept my vrt wWhilſt warm; 

Leit age thou'd come and leave that face, 
Without a pow'r to charm. 


- — --- 
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Song CXLIX. Over the Moor to Magpie. 


ND Tu oer the moor to Maggie, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me; 

Ihen to my fair I'll ſhow my mind, 
W hatever may befall me. 

If ſhe love mirth [I'll learn to ſing, 

Or likes the nine to follow, 
F'll lay my lugs in Pindu's ſpring, 
und invocate Apollo. 


If ſhe admires a martial mind, 
I'll heath my limbs in armour ; 
If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 
With gayeſt airs I'll charm her. 
If ſhe love grandeur day and night, 
PI plot my nation's glory; 
Find favour in my prince's ſight, 
And ſhine in future ſtory, 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
W here wit is correſponding ; 

And braveſt men know belt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Maggie's love can turn 
Me to what hape ſhe pleaſes; 

If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn. 
Which in my bolom blazes. 
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Song CL. The Jolly Tofers. 


F all the occupations 
A Toper is the belt, 
For when the world's affairs run croſs, 
Good liquo. gives him reſt. 
And a toping, and a toping we will go, &c. 


Here's to thee honeſt toping Jack, 
Here's wine will chear thy heart; 
And if the bottle“ almoſt out, 
We'll have the other quart. 
And a toping, &c. 


What tho' your ſober ſneakers 
Call jolly topers wine; 
Becaule they wallow in the dirt, 
And we do iwim in wine. 
Vet a toping, &c. 


The muſick that delights us moſt, 
Is when the bar bel! rings ; 
For when the wine's got in our heads, 
We tancy that we're kings, 
And a toping, &c. 


Good liquor drives away all cares, 
Which ſo perplex men's lives; 
For when we've drank our courage up, 
We tear no ſcolding wives. 
And a toping, &c. 


We'll drink at morn, at noon, and night, 
The glaſs ſtil! going round ; 
And when we cannot hit up right, 
We'll drink upon the ground. 
And a toping, &Cc. 
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See now the ſhining \arkies riſe, 
Then fill vour gla fs higu; 
'Tho' gout) pain a'tack our limbs, 


We'll denk until we die, 
And a toping, &c. 


The lover lives on Celia's ſmiles 
And it ſh. trowns he dies; 

But what are ſemale inules or frowus, 
To jolly Jrinking boys. 

Anu a toping, &c. 


Let miſers heap up ſtore of gold, 
To pleate their greedy ſouls ; 
The greateſt bliſs we topers und, 
Is in full flowing bowls, 
And atoping, &c. 


Let whigs and tories plague their heads, 
To ſettle ſtate affairs; 
We'll drink, and all our time caroule 
If we live a thoutand vears 
And a toping, &c. 


Song CLI. 


Y ſhady woods and purling ſtreams, 
| pais my hours in pleai.ng Jreains, 
And would not for the world e brought, 
To change my falte dehghttui nougut: 
Fur who, alas! can happy be, 
That does the truth of all thing: tt 


2 * 


She 


He. 


She. 
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Song CLII. The Uns*%iful Lover. 


tac means this filly whining clown thus to 
complain, 
Think'ſt thou with ſighs, and tears, and ſobs my love 
to gain; | 
No, no, you have not took the courſe that will prevail, 
For I mind not ſighia, nor tears, nur ſobs, nos yet 
your tale. 


She. 


He. Ah pity take for goodneſs ſake, my lovely fair 
Drive not a ſwain by your diſdain to black deipair ; 
Ah pity take, and let not fate thus crop my blooming 
youth, 
For without you I cannot live, and that's the truth. 


She. Another might the favour win that you can't gain, 
Unpractis'd in love's diff'rent arts poor empty twain, 
We oft refuſe what we would give out of meer ſhame, 
And * that when its took by force we're leſs te 
lame. 


Song CLI. The Happy Swain. 


O morning in May is more bright than my deareſt 
Her boſom's the ſofteit, her love's the fincerett ; 
No pride {ways her beauty to make her reject me, 
It Cer I offend ſhe with ſmiles doth correct me: 
Her chain are lo caſy that they're entertaining, 
tler trown: are ſo mild | have no cauſe for complaining. 
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[{ nvmphs enjoy beauty her: is paſt extllirg, 

Or love be 2 being, how happy t Colin ! 

Al! diy wih faing bluſhes the fair one teteive me, 

\. ught with afinie, and a kils the does leave me; 
The gods neter created a pair more inviing, 

un found fo conitant, a nymph wich hting, 


Song (I. VI. 


Nlcllia wiſhes when ſhe dirs, 

Eur du e lord may clo.c her eyes, 
and heav'n may open his, | 
nen will he with, but all in van, 

Lo have her render'd back again, 
From reauliins of endict blus., 


The Law i the Hi June. 
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A. 
T noon in a ſultry ſummer's day 
A council grave dur King did hold 
As | bencath the myrtle-ſnade jay muling 
At Wincheiter there was a wedding 
All in the downs the fleet was moor'd 
As down in a meadow one morning 1 pa!.'d 
A po on thoke ſool that exclaim again wine 
Amongſt the pure ones all 
A: fair Olinda fittino® was 
All the town ſo lewd are grown 
Ann tuou wert any ain thing 
As Damon late Wich Chloe (at 
A> Clilorts full of harmicis thought 
And this is no mine ain hou'e 
As after noon one ummer' day 
Alas! when charining Silvia's gone 
As Amoret and Pullis fat 
As 1 went jor. h to view the ſpring 
A lovely lals to a triar came 
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And I'll o'er the moor to Maggie 
Amelia wiſhes when ſhe dies 


B. 
By the fide of a great kitchen fire 


Blow on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains 
Blame me not Chloe if I ſhun charms 
Beauty and love at variance grown 
Buly curious thirſty fly 

Behold I fy on wings of ſoft deſire 
Beneath ſome hoary mountain 


By ſhady woods and purling ſtreams 
C. 


Come follow follow me | 
Celia my heart has often rang'd 
Cruel creature can you leave me 
Chloe, be wile, no more perplex me 
Celia my deareſt no longer depreſs me 
Charming Chloe, look with pity 


D. 


Draw, Cupid draw, and make fair Sylvia know 


Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 
Dear Colin prevent my warm bluthes 
Dear madam when ladies are willing 
Do not ack me, charming Phillis 


F. 


Fly from Olinda young and fair 
Farewell the darling ſhades I love 
Flocks are ſporting, doves are courting 
Fair, and ſoft, and gay, and young 
Four and twenty fidlers all in a row 


Fame loudly thra' Europe paſſes 
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